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SUMMER ON MTV 



/. Iced coffee. 

2. Checking your tan 
line when you get 
out of the shower. 

3. MTV's new 
summer season. 

(3 of the things that 
make summer summer.) 

See. while other networks go on vacation 
every summer and leave you with a bunch 

of tired old re-runs. MTV serves strictly the 
freshest cream of its new crop of shows. 
Stuff you've never seen before, like: 

Buzzkill 

(Tuesdays at 10pm/9ct) 

Three merry pranksters cruise the 
nation in a van. harshing on the mellow 
of unsuspecting victims along the way. 

Real World Miami 

(Wednesdays at 1 0pm/9ct. 
Premieres July 10) 

The forecast calls for profits: 
seven housemates start their own 
business and go for broke. 

It's gonna be a long hot one. 
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Chemistry at work 
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Senior Contributing Writer RJ Smith, 
right, says phlogistic — which describes a 
substance that spreads with the character- 
istics of fire — is an apt adjective to express 
how Kiss seeped into not just his con- 
sciousness but into that of millions of 
unsuspecting young Americans ["It's 
Alive!"]. "I wasn't a Kiss fan as a kid, but 
I didn't need to be one. I just absorbed 
them. I knew all their songs without ever once reaching to put one on." 
Smith, who has also written for LA. Weekly, the New York Times Magazine, 
and Details, adds that as far as Kiss fandom goes, "there is no free choice. 
We've all been drafted into the Kiss Army." 

"Gary Hall, Jr., is hardly your typical athlete," 
maintains Deb Schwartz, left, who wrote this 
month's "Out of Bounds" column on the artistically 
and sartorially inclined Olympic swimmer. 
When she first encountered Hall, he was busy at 
work on a pen-and-ink drawing of reggae pioneer 
Jimmy Cliff. "He definitely has mixed feelings 
about swimming. He ranked it as his third-favorite 
passion." Schwartz relates that Hall was once 
tested by the Chicago Bulls' former team 
psychologist, who determined that the shy and 
introverted sportsman "has the same 
psychological profile as [flamboyant Bulls hoop star] Dennis Rodman." 
Currently a staffer at Out, Schwartz has contributed articles to the Village 
Voice and The Nation. 

One thing that struck Contributing Photog- 
rapher Loren Haynes, right, during his 
tour through Bosnia was the marked differ- 
ence between the scenes he captured for 
this month's story on the war-ravaged 
nation ["Life After Wartime"], and the stan- 
dard images that depict Bosnians as 
people with an appetite for destruction. 
"We've been desensitized into a 'that could 
never happen to us' attitude," says Haynes. 
"It's just human nature to remove yourself 
from a tragedy." Haynes was determined 
to downplay the "foreignness" and instead 
portray more universal aspects of the people of Bosnia. "It was important 
for me to show that life can and does go on, even in a holocaust." Haynes 
has shot for The New Yorker, Live!, and Detour. 

Eagerly anticipating his encounter with the man he refers to as the "Pied 
Piper of Slack," photographer Chris Buck, below, was surprised to find 
Beck quietly proclaiming an urge to be perceived as an "upstanding 

citizen" ["After the Gold Rush"]. 
During the shoot, Beck often 
asked why Buck wanted him to sit 
or stand in a particular position. 
"When I explained my reasoning," 
says Buck, "I would see him 
processing the information to see 
if he was comfortable with what 
that image might represent." 
Buck's work has also appeared in 
Entertainment Weekly, New York, 
and Interview. 
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by Jerry Brown 



The Evil of Two Lessers 



Playing politics with "terrorism." 



THE DE FACTO ministry of cul- 
ture and propaganda, a.k.a. the 
highly concentrated American 
media, has set the stage for 
another four years of Bill Clin- 
ton. The doleful senator from 
Kansas now finds himself 
scripted as the tired voice for 
the combined excesses of the 
Christian Coalition and the U.S. 
Chamber of Commerce. For a 
second time, it turns out, Dole 
is going to lose to George 
Bush. First it was in 1988, to 
the real Bush in the Republi- 
can primary; now it will be to 
his simulacrum, a Democratic 
president with Bush's agenda 
on crime and economics. 

It was only a year ago that 
Clinton was being written off 
as a bumbler who couldn't 
shoot straight — engulfed in 
his wife's convoluted health- 
care plans, in missteps with 
gays in the military, and in the 
deepening muck of Whitewa- 
ter. But through a hyperreal 
process of media shift — lead- 
ing to political transubstantia- 
tion — the Democratic Presi- 
dent was lifted on high by standing still. It's 
miraculous. Clinton does nothing for core 
Democratic constituents and reneges on his pledge 
to revitalize American cities. Yet next to Newt 
Gingrich and his congressional Cro-Magnons, 
the President's mere gesturing is enough to look 
statesmanlike. The Republicans have played 
their parts, as if on cue, by threatening Medicare, 
abortion rights, clean air, and endangered 
species. They even made a final stand against 
raising the minimum wage — an issue Clinton 
belatedly discovered in his third year in office. 

H.L. Mencken once wrote that "the whole aim 
of practical politics is to keep the populace 
alarmed. ..by menacing it with an endless series 
of hobgoblins, all of them imaginary." Clinton 
learned this early, and honed his ability to keep 
such hobgoblins on hand. A perfect case in point 
is the recently passed antiterrorism bill. 

Two months before the Oklahoma City bombing, 
the President had introduced in Congress a bill 




claiming to combat the threat of terrorism, as 
the follow-up to his earlier, much-ballyhooed 
anticrime bill. Both measures were lifted straight 
out of the Reagan-era Republican playbook. Their 
intent was not as advertised: to reduce crime 
and terrorism by filling in gaps in the criminal law 
and giving an impotent federal government badly 
needed new powers. Existing law already 
contained the most draconian penalties in the 
Western world, and our growing federal police 
forces enjoyed extraordinary surveillance, 
tactical, and prosecutorial power. 

The real intent of these new Clinton proposals 
was totally political. Richard Nixon long ago 
laid down the basic campaign dictum: Never 
defend, always attack. Clinton, under steady attack 
himself, decided to shift into attack mode. 

First, he caught "Three-Strikes- You're-Out" 
fever, to preempt the customary Republican 
practice of labeling Democrats as soft on crime. 
Then he adopted Nancy Reagan's and George 



Bush's War on Drugs, appointing his own Army 
general to direct the attack and calling for school 
uniforms to set a tone of youthful conformity. His 
two Supreme Court appointees then provided the 
majority for a bizarre decision authorizing random 
urine testing for junior-high and high-school 
athletes. Never mind that all these new extensions 
of federal power overlap with state laws on the same 
subjects, affect mostly poor people, and year after 
year fail to achieve their promised objective. Politics 
is what we are talking about here, not logic. 

But Bill Clinton's true genius and character 
shone forth in his adroit use of the terrorist issue. 
Hours after the Oklahoma City bombing, he 
assumed his best lip-biting form, providing fatherly 
compassion for the victims and dusting off his 
then-dormant antiterrorism bill as the final solution 
to foreign terrorism. The fact 
that the bombers appeared to 
be homegrown was irrelevant 
as Congress jumped at the red 
meat Clinton laid before them. 

By the time the antiterrorism 
bill arrived back on the 
President's desk, it contained 
a congressional demand for 
covert action against persons 
deemed terrorist, and 1) an 
evisceration of the historic 
right of habeas corpus, 
ensuring that innocent people 
and victims of government 
misconduct will languish in 
jail and be executed; 2) the 
authority to deport noncitizen 
residents on the basis of 
secret evidence; 3) broad 
new presidential powers 
to blacklist unpopular 
organizations as "terrorist"; 
4) a provision for prison 
sentences of up to ten years 
for those who contribute to 
the legal activities of any 
such designated "terrorist" 
group; 5) the elimination of 
the ban on FBI surveillance 
and investigation of First 
Amendment activities. In short, the so-called 
antiterrorism law is dangerous; it codifies abuse 
of power and invites back the excesses of 
Cointelpro, the domestic intelligence scandal of 
the 70s. 

Dole, Gingrich, and company are taking this 
country down the wrong road, toward social and 
ecological disaster. Tragically, the Democrats 
under Clinton are moving in the same direction, 
albeit at a different pace. I can't pick the lesser 
of two evils when I am confronted by the 
unredeemable evil of two lessers. With as much 
clarity as I can muster and an ever-hopeful 
heart, I am tending to what is within my grasp. 
Sooner, rather than later, it will become evident 
that our regal President wears no clothes, o 

Former California governor and three-time 
presidential candidate Jerry Brown now heads 
the nonprofit organization We the People (phone: 
(800) 426-1112; Web site: http:llwww.wtp.org). 
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Celia Farber's profile of Roseanne 
has to be the most clearheaded 
piece of reporting I've read in years 
["Don't Tread on Me," May]. Farber 
looks past the hype and tells us 
why Roseanne, our TV diva with 
slipping ratings, is still gaining 
speed: She's still the only woman 
in pop culture who doubles us over 
with laughter while showing the 
good, bad, and ugly sides of real 
peoples' lives. 

David Dolphin 

via Internet 



As a 30-year-old female who is 
child-free and happy as a pig in 
shit, I must take exception when 
Roseanne says, "Until a woman has 
children, shell never be a woman, 
shell only be a girl." 

Karen DePouto 

Brooklyn, New York 

The best thing about Celia Farber's 
article is that while taking a hard 
look at feminism's emissary, 
Farber actually gets it: Misogyny 
is real, and boy does it suck. 
Maybe now her stellar AIDS 
reporting will finally grapple with 
feminist critiques of AIDS policies 
and issues. 

Tracy D. Morgan 

New York, New York 

How could you possibly write a 
story on Roseanne? After reading 



the article, I think she's even more 
annoying in real life. 

Jeff Thornhill 

Petaluma, California 



BEYOND BELIEF 

I was psyched to see SPIN 
acknowledging the recent 
breakthroughs in Christian 
alternative music ["Lords of the 
New Church," May]. That is, until 
I read the article. It's too bad Keith 
Blanchard was more occupied 
with picking apart the bands than 
writing about what their music 
has to offer. 

John Lakaszcyck 

via Internet 

Okay, four artists are the "new 
prophets of the altar alternative?" 
And did you have to pick those 
four? How about some truly 
relevant Christian bands like the 
Prayer Chain or Starflyer 59? Also, 
why is Ben Folds's comment about 
"play[ing] drums on Christian rock 
records" [Exposure, May] treated 
like an admission of guilt? 

Layne Petersen 

via Internet 




I'm glad to see someone 
acknowledge the whorelike 
relationships that athletic companies 
like Nike have with professional 
and college basketball ["Feeling 
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Backstage Pass SPINonline serves up a behind-the-red-velvet- 
curtain look at the sights, gossip, and catfights that make up the 
rock'n'roll caravan known as Lollapalooza 96. Look for tour journals 
straight from the bands' mouths (or fingers, if you want to get technical) 
as they post all the action as it happens. 

Message Boreds Bad poetry? We love it! Give your nom de plume 
a good workout in our "Poetry That Stinks" folder and make a name for 
yourself among the heaping masses of rhyme-challenged scribes 

Homegrown Why dirty your hands with toner at the local copy shop 
n you can upload your zine in the Homegrown Digi-Zines Library — 
where thousands can read your opinions with the simple click of a 
mouse? And it carries the price that's nice: FREE! 

AOL subscribers go keyword: SPIN. Not wired? Call AOL @ (800) 592- 
001 1 for free software. Tell em SPIN sent ya. 



Minnesota," May]. Players like Kevin 
Garnett are really just one-man 
corporations in shorts selling shoes 
to dopey yuppies. 

Michael Mac Mullen 

via Internet 



GIRL CRAZY 

Despite being a cog in the very 
machine she ridiculed, I certainly got 
a laugh out of Elizabeth Gilbert's 
story on awkward teenage girls, 
inane TV, and hopeless crushes 
["But the Little Girls Understand," 
May]. The 1 1-to-1 4-year-old girt is 
more than just a bizarre demographic; 
it's an extraordinarily unique group 
worthy of million-dollar grants for 
psychological research. 

Matt Ross man 

Associate Editor 

Teen Beat 

New York, New York 

I couldn't agree more with Elizabeth 
Gilbert's article. [Saved by the 
Bell producer] Peter Engel is a sick 
man. Give us a show like My 
So-Called Life that we can relate to, 
that makes us think, and maybe 
my generation won't grow up to 
be as corrupted and money-hungry 



as Mr. Engel and so many others. 
Janine Jarvis 
Syracuse, New York 

HEAD OF THE CLASS 

The British press should stop 
looking for the second coming of 
the Beatles and really listen to the 
bands they have. If they would, 
they'd see that Radiohead ["Harmony 
in My Head," May] is their true "Fab 
Five," and not Oasis. 

Daniel Wheeler 

Milwaukee, Wisconsin 

A credit for June's Smashing 
Pumpkins cover and article was 
inadvertently omitted. The makeup 
artist was Tatsuyuki Yamanaka 
for Vanessa Management. 
SPIN regrets the error. 

Address letters to Point Blank, 
6 West 18th Street, New York, 
NY 10011, or send e-mail to 
spinonline@aol.com. Please 
mark e-mail 'Attn: Point Blank." 
For all correspondence, include 
your full name, address, and 
phone number for verification. 
Letters may be edited for length 
and clarity. 



BOB GUCCIONE JB IN SARAJEVO 




Gene Simmons, Paul Stanley, Ace Frehley, and Peter Crlss: One great band, four separate covers. If the 
Issue In your hand doesn't picture your main man, check out your local newsstand or call (800) 829-9093. 
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Viva Glam! 

Detroit's 5ponge go from grunge 

with Wax Ecstatic. Photograph by Rankin. 



BEING THE FIRST Detroit Rock City band to hit the charts in years 
allows one to make certain claims. For instance. Vinnie 
Dombroski, the hook-nosed/orange-haired vocalist for 
bandwagon-grunge (though they prefer the often-more-accurate 
"hillbilly glam") fivesome Sponge can get away with spieling 
like a wiseguy: "You mean you can't hear the sound of the 
factories in our tunes? The exhaust of bus fumes, the sweat of 
unemployment— and the Big Three! I ooze that from my pores." 
Sitting in a pork restaurant in the boho-boutiquey suburb of 



pretenders to glitter contenders 

Royal Oak. Dombroski drains the last of an O'Doul's and 
declares: "I could fill this whole glass of pudding with the 
pain and suffering of the people in this city!" Trust me: 
This was no small pudding glass. 

Dombroski also likes to boast that Sponge never fail to 
pull in all those drag queens working on the assembly 
lines— appropriate, since the band's latest. Wax Ecstatic, has 
not one but two ballads with the phrase drag queen" in the title. 
The album is a long way from their noisy-riffed debut. Rotting 
Pinata, which held MTV by the throat last summer. It's actually a 
lot closer to their smash "Molly." an atypically jangled throwback 
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Welcome to the Acid House Scottish novelist Irvine Welsh 

raves against the machine in his underworld smash, Trainspotting. 



IRVINE WELSH IS a very brave man. or else a very stupid one. It's mid-May, and the 
Scottish author has ventured into what might be considered hostile territory for any 
serious writer: the circus of the stars known as the Cannes Film Festival. Fortunately 
for Welsh, he's that rare novelist who's down with the public domain. A cult celebrity 
in Britain, he goes pubbing with Damon Albarn from Blur, writes regularly for the 
British glossies, and recently cut a track with the rave outfit Primal Scream. On the 
Riviera for a special screening of Trainspotting, the startling film based on his debut 
novel of the same name (both out now in the U.S.), Welsh confesses that he's 
nearly talked out on the subject of his three-year-old bestseller. "The book is 
like bad curry after a few pints of lager." he explains in his pointed Scots. "It 
keeps coming back. But I really can't complain— it's done very well for me." 

What It's done is establish Welsh as the undisputed star of a literary 
vanguard that has busted out of Scotland's rave scene. It was rave kids 
who first discovered Welsh's grisly novel, an episodic ride through a 
fun house filled with soccer hooligans, smack addicts, and hustlers 
stationed far off Britain's middle-class radar. The book soon 




caught the eye of the makers of the art-house hit Shallow Grave, who. with Welsh's 
blessing, turned Trainspotting into a box-office Goliath in Britain. Suddenly. 
Welsh's marginalized low-lifes had been mainstreamed. 

The author had once been headed for mainstream respectability himself after a brief 
stint with heroin in the mid-80s. He had a white-collar job. He took business classes. 
Then raves hit. "I had become very antidrug, so at first I was very down on the whole 
Ecstasy scene. But then I got into it and it really energized my life — it's the only 
place where people's collective personas are realized." Soon Welsh began writing. 
"I wanted to capture on paper the whole rave atmosphere of being taken on a kind 
of journey. To keep the pages turning, to keep the action moving, just like a DJ." 
Welsh's primary concern now is to keep his writing subversive. "I'd hate to 
become the kind of writer who's read as an affirmative thing, who just 
gives you what you want," he says. "If that ever happened, I'd proba- 
bly just write for the movies." In fact, his agenda in Cannes includes 
K more than just another tedious round of promotion; he's also there 
B to pitch a new screenplay. Now that's brave. l.c. smith 
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Finding Their Religion 

The Top 40 gets closer to God. 



"Ma. 



With spirituality on the rise, new notions of the divine are cropping up all over; not just in infomercials 
and cheesy airport paperbacks but in pop songs as well. Here, with the help of Mark McClain Taylor, a 
professor at Princeton Theological Seminary, we examine some recent instances of divine 
intervention. keith blanchard 



Manifest /Dutro" 



JEWEL 

Who Will Save Your Soul?" 



'Counting Blue Cars" 



JDAN D5BDRNE 

"One of Us" 



'Everything Falls Apa 
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"I woke up this morning I was 
feeling kinda high / It was me, 
Jesus Christ, and Haile Selassie... / 
...Christ took a sip of the amaretto 
passed it down the table." 



'We're so worried about saving 
our souls / Afraid that God 
will take his toll / That we forget 
to begin." ■ 



"Tell me all your thoughts on God 
/ Cuz I'd really like to meet her / 
Ask her why we're who we are...." 




Why does organized 
religion, with its cloying rules 
and ceremonies, actually 
stunt our spiritual growth? 




"What if God was one of us / Just 
a slob like one of us / Just a 
stranger on a bus / Tryin' to make 
his way home?" 



Could even the craziest stewbum 
on the subway— no, that guy, over 
there, with the diaper on his head- 
be an incarnation of the divine? 



"I met God this afternoon / Riding 
on an uptown train / 1 said. Don't 
you have something better to 
do? /He said. If I do my job. 
what would you complain about?" 



Is God nothing more than a 
particularly lazy slumlord with five 
billion disgruntled tenants? 
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"Our Puritan tradition has strongly 
downplayed this aspect but Jesus, 
for one, uW party. He feasted with 
tax collectors and sinners; he 
ate. drank, and made merry with 
anyone who could connect with 
him on that level. That's what 
got him in trouble; this radically 
inclusive love that violated 
the sensibilities of the elite 1 



"Established religion in the U.S. is 
in a downward plunge, according 
to all the indicators, even as 
there's an incredible inter-religious 
spiritual vitality rising across the 
continent. Ironically, the Jesus 
movement itself was spirituality 
pitched against an established 
religious order that had really 
held a lot of people back from 
meaningful spiritual inquiry." 



"The patriarchal Protestant 
religions are fairly intoxicated 
with the idea of God as male: As 
long as God is only male, then 
only men can be 
considered godlike. 
But if God can be 
imagined as female, 
then women 
can participate in 
the sacred, too." 
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Why not, mon? 



The unexamined 
soul, Jewel 
decides, is not 
worth saving. 




"Jesus of Nazareth was seen as a 
slob: a Jewish peasant using rural 
folk wisdom to talk about the sacred. 
Some believe God's love for all 

jmm has to be acutely vigilant 

J^H about the most marginalized, 
V. because they are the frayed 
1 odges of the fabric of human 

"* ' ' civilization, and from that 
£l point of fraying, the entire 

t fabric could come apart." 



"This lyric feels like somebody 
finally giving up on the absentee 
father that's never coming home. 
It's very much in the tradition 
of Deism, which sees God as a 
watchmaker 
who winds 
the universe 
up. then lets 
it tick without 
intervening." 




God is beyond gender 
distinctions— just like RuPaul— 
and his/her female aspect might 
just give peace, love, and the 
Family Leave Act a chance. 



If God ever did possess some 
poor bastard, maybe then he'd 
feel our pain. 



Sure, it'd be nice to get pampered 
down here, but it ain't gonna 
happen. So quit whining and 
grow up. 



Natural One 

The Natural Law Party promises 
a kinder, mellower nation. 

ANXIOUS FOR SOMETHING other than the increasingly 
similar politics du jour served up by the Republicans and 
Democrats'? Crime, economic instability, and health-care 
reform making you totally tense? Maybe it's time to 
meditate in the direction of this year's third-party option, 
the Natural Law Party, and its candidate for president. 
Dr. John Hagelin. 

Set to be on the ballot in all 50 states this fall, the Natural 
Law Party offers "policies and programs in harmony with 
the laws of nature." Accordingly, its platform trumpets lowering 
taxes, pursuing alternative energy sources, and most notably, 
reducing societal stress through the widespread use of Transcendental 
Meditation (TM) and Yogic Flying — techniques fostered by one of the 
party's founding fathers. Maharishi Mahesh Yogi, the Indian spiritual guru 
who led the Beatles on their famed magical mystery tour. 

"America is in the grip of an epidemic of stress," says Hagelin, a 41-year-old 
research physicist and audio engineer. "Transcendental Meditation and Yogic 
Flying are simple meditation techniques; you sit comfortably, eyes closed for 
about 20 minutes, and attain a state much deeper than sleep. It translates into 




clearer, more purposeful thinking and action, 
and can help people better cope with 
today's stressful lifestyle." 

A Hagelin-led administration would 
tackle stress issue by weighty issue. 
Education: a new curriculum 
featuring cosmology and unified 
field theory, plus "we would vastly 
improve school lunches." Crime: 
meditation classes for prisoners. 
Abortion: Not having the right to 
choose is very stressful. And, 
claiming drugs are "enormously 
stressful," Hagelin would have a 
strong antidrug policy, but does 
admit to inhaling "more than once 
while still a youth." 
Groovy, no? Although Hagelin won 
only one percent of the vote under the 
Natural Law banner in the '92 election, he 
thinks his is "the third party to beat" come November, 
and is prepared for the seemingly daunting task of mellowing 
out an entire nation. "I would go to military bases and introduce TM to anywhere 
between 5,000 and 7,000 troops. With several such groups practicing TM twice a 
day, the whole atmosphere of the country would be influenced. That's all we 
would need to cool things down." zev borow 
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Crazy Horse 



Sparklehorse's Mark Linkous finds 
there's life after near-death. 





SPARKLEHORSE FRONTMAN Mark Linkous 
is in admirably high spirits for someone who was 
recently declared clinically dead. Four months after an 
fl^to accident that nearly cost him his legs, he's rolling his 
If f~ wheelchair around a San Francisco Denny's as he recounts a 
I I recent spat with a heckler. "We were opening for Cracker and 
' I this guy kept shouting at us to play some music." Linkous recalls. 
I "I challenged him to come up onstage, but what was I going to do? 
/ Run over his toes repeatedly? Kick him in the shins?" The night 
/ before, he had taken on another wise guy at the Fillmore, a place 
he claims is haunted. "It has that spooky smell," he says. 
What's truly haunted is Sparklehorse's music. The 
evocative vivadixiesubmarinelransmissionplot is crawling with 
musical ghosts— bittersweet country melodies, sparkling 
Big Star quotes, and a lyrical sense that's equal parts 
A Frank Black and Neil Young. Recorded mostly at 
Linkous's Virginia farmhouse studio, the album 
rattles and clanks with what he calls "sounds that 
make my heart feel beautiful and sad." 

If the rollicking radio contender "Someday I Will 
Treat You Good" doesn't seem to fit with Linkous's 
melancholy wonder, it's because it was actually 
penned during his days with a forgettable NYC pop 
band called the Dancing Hoods. He left after a nervous 
breakdown pitched him back to Virginia, and eventually 
some homemade tapes made it into Capitol's hands with 
the help of Linkous's old friend, David Lowery of Cracker. 
Then, just after the album's release, came the accident. 

Jet-lagged after a show in London, Linkous crossed 
Valium with his prescription antidepressants and passed 
out on a hotel bathroom floor. "My legs were pinned 
under me, accumulating toxic fluids for 14 hours," 
Linkous explains solemnly. "The doctors said I went 
into cardiac arrest until electroshock brought me 
back to life." As for near-death visions, Linkous 
can't even remember flying to England. "I could 
have been abducted by aliens for all I know." 

He'll always have to wear braces on his ankles, 
although he expects to walk again in a year. But 
those strangely thick eyeglasses Linkous wears on 
stage serve no therapeutic purpose. "I saw an ad 
of some model making a statement with these high- 
fashion welding goggles," he says. "And I thought, 
if she can wear them, why can't I?" sia michel 
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seven MILES A SECOND is the graphic autobiography of the late artist and AIDS 
activist David Wojnarowicz, a street kid who grew into the kind of provocateur 
most Americans would prefer not to run into— the kind that won't shut up. 
Instinctively angry at anyone who's blind to the ravages of AIDS and the chasms 
of class, Wojnarowicz carries a blistering, unrelenting rage "like a blood-filled 
egg." But behind the rage is a deep compassion: In a city of junkies, pre-ops, 
and whores, the narrator is on an endless search for human decency. 

Seven Miles opens with a pubescent Wojnarowicz being picked up by a 
horny businessman in New York City's Times Square. The scene goes from 



watch a prostitute service a john 
while his own trick goes down on him. As Wojnarowicz stumbles from hustler 
to starving thief, his dream world— rendered with ethereal, psychedelic 
perspective by collaborator James Romberger— becomes increasingly 
liberating. In one remarkable spread, Wojnarowicz pictures himself towering 
over Fifth Avenue, smashing St. Patrick's Cathedral. "We're expected to 
quietly and politely make house in this windstorm of murder, but I say there's 
certain politicians that better get more complex security alarms." 

By story's end, Wojnarowicz, suffering from AIDS, "can't abstract my own 
dying any longer.. .no gesture can touch me." It's a ferociously lonely moment, 
but Romberger insists it couldn't have been any other way. "David wanted 
to end with a sunny day, all positive," Romberger says, explaining how he 
spent ten years assembling and drawing the book from the writings of 
Wojnarowicz, who died of AIDS in 1992. "But there was nothing in his writing 
that would allow me to do it. He was just filled with rage." 

Despite the book's occasionally explicit subject matter, Romberger is 
adamant about getting it out to a lot of people. "It's about the alienation 
that every smart kid goes through." he says. "But that old guy giving him a 
blowjob looks like it'll keep it out of Barnes & Noble." ken kurson 
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Laugh, Riot! 

Get set forSleater- 
Kinney — riot grrrls 
who've rediscovered 
the pleasure principle.] 




THE SONGS THAT I wrote in Heavens to Betsy were like 'I'm going 
to kill you. I'm going to gouge your out your eyes. I'm a terrorist.'" 
says singer Corin Tucker, who's moved on from leading that 
riot grrrl band to a more joyously rocking one, Sleater-Kinney. 
"And those were really important to me. in terms of survival. 
But learning to be a little bit less self-righteous, to not always be 
writing a slogan, is an important thing in a songwriter." . 

Tucker. 23. was barely out of high school when Bikini Kill 
ignited the riot grrrl movement in Olympia. Washington, in 1991, 
and the two-piece Heavens to Betsy— also formed there that 

year— joined in with the 
fervor of upended 
teenyboppers. My 
Red Self sweated 



menstruation: other tunes swore "f want you dead" and "All 
I know is anger." Primal and nveting. Heavens to Betsy 
nevertheless often suffocated: wen now, Tucker has the 
measuring eyes of a punk fundamentalist. 

Her salvation from salvation IMS' been former H2B groupie 
Carrie Bro.vnstein two years younger and the self-confessed 
classic-rockfreak " of the banc/who persuaded Tucker to cover 
More Than a Feeling" and who.'when asked if she'd like to 
be known, as a guitar goddess, burtlles: "Totally." Brownstein's 
former band. Excuse 17. featured shared vocals, two guitars, 
*»avt)r drumming— moves toward pleasure that Sleater- 
also benefits from. Tucker's, ex-lover (from when the 
gan cowriting in 1994), Brownstein covers the singer's 
flank as she explores new sides of herself. 

Call the Doctor, Sleatcr-Kinney's second 
album, offers something more radical than 
the breaking of social conventions— the 
breaking of self-imposed ones. "I Wanna 
Be Your Joey Ramone" surges so hard it's only 
half-satiric. And Tucker's singing— the most 
tonally micronuanced of any riot grrrl's— is 
more exultahtlv musical than ever. 

For Brownstein, 
Sleater-Kinney is 
empowering when 
overpowering. "To 
be oi.: d! my head 
for a while and realize 
I'm the one that's 

ing this happen— 
is sound that's filling 
I this space is coming from 
me." Tucker, the punk veteran, 
knows such release has to be 
won A good question for me is how 
much tm I willing to let go of things, 
and how much can 1. 1 like the 
dynamic of sometimes being able to, 
and sometimes not being able to. 
That s reality eric weisbaro 
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(STOP) Listening to that old 

ear stereo. Ton could be riding 
around in a concert hall. When you're 
ready for the best ear audio systems 
at guaranteed low prices', there's a 
place where you'll save on Alpine, 
Pioneer, JVC, Kenwood, Sony and 
more! And we know where to go ... 



the rood with this cassette deck from JVC's top-of-the-line 
Digrfme "series. 22-wott x 4-chonnel power mokes the mosl 
of your musk with a full complement of highs and 
lows. Stop by for your personal 
demonstration of the new 
Digifine 'car audio line. See 
how these "smart stereos" 
enhance driver safety! 




KENWOOD 

Give your car a high-power 
tune-up! This CD receiver fits 
right in your dash, plus pumps 
a roaring 35 watts of power to 
all 4 channels. We also carry a 
top brand selection of receivers 
from Sony, JVC , Pioneer and more! 

KDC40O5 * _ _ 

299 




(GO) To the experts! Circuit City has 
great advice, the answers to all of your 
questions and guaranteed same-day 
installation,' because we know you don't 
like to wait around. Plus, you can listen to 
everything in our Sound Room before you 
buy! Tou'd test drive a car, right? 



Store this 6-disc CD changer in 
your trunk! It connects to your 
current FM stereo and 
includes a handy 
remote for instant 
access to any track 
an any disc. 
Visit our soundroom 
for a top brand selection of 
6, 1 0, and 1 2-disc car CD changers. 

CHMS650RF 'Alpine CD changers 
are sold installed only 
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Call 1-800-284-4886 lor store nearest you! W 

"For every product we sell, we'll beat ony legitimate prke from a local store slocking the some new item in o factory-sealed box. Even after your purchase, if you find a lower price within 30 days, including 
our own sale prices, we'll refund 1 10% of the difference. Our low price guarantee does not apply when Hie prke includes bonus or free offers, special financing, installation, or manufacturer's rebate, or to 
competitors one-of-a-kind or other limited quantity offers. Our Low Price Guarantee excludes cellular phones and pagers. * Certain restrictions & exclusions may apply See store for details. 
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5IJUfVD BITES 

by Julia Chaplin 



The late Brad Nowell 
of Sublime. 



SUBLIME LEAD SINGER and 
guitarist Brad Nowell was 
added to the long list of 
musician drug fatalities on 
May 25, and Depeche 
Mode's David Gahan had 
a narrow escape just days 
later. The 28-year-old 
Nowell was found dead 
of an apparent heroin 
overdose in a San Francisco 
hotel room after a night of 
partying hours before the 
band was set to perform at 
a local club. Nowell — in 
and out of drug rehab since 
1992 — had just recorded Sublime's eponymous third LP 

Gahan, 34, was arrested after he overdosed on cocaine and 
heroin May 28. The singer was rushed to Cedars Medical Center for 
treatment after he was found lying on the floor in his room at the 
Sunset Marquis Hotel in Los Angeles, according to police. Gahan 
was later booked on charges of possession and being under the 
influence of a controlled substance. The singer was hospitalized 
last August after slashing his wrists in a suicide attempt. 





Am I the Antichrist? Marilyn Manson (left) and Trent Reznor. 



Sweet Dreams (Are Made of This?) 

Sleep deprivation and "pain-threshold rituals" might not seem like ideal 
recording conditions, but that's what Marilyn Manson claims it took 
to finish the band's next album. Antichrist Superstar. After months holed 
up with Trent Reznor in his converted New Orleans funeral parlor, 
and losing guitarist Daisy Berkowitz to "creative differences," eponymous 
frontman Manson's ambitions have only grown loftier: "Hopefully, 
I'll be remembered as the person who brought an end to Christianity." 

• Fed up with the bottom-line mentality of the record industry, Tori Amos has founded 
her own label, Igloo Records. Bankrolled by Atlantic, the infant label will give Amos and 
longtime manager Arthur Spivak carte blanche to sign new acts. 'I got signed to Atlantic 

in 1965 because I was in a teased-hair 
band," explains Amos, who has sold more 
than five million albums with little radio 
airplay "No one even knew I could play 
piano. When I recorded little Earthquakes,' 
everyone's jaw dropped." While the deal 
could cost Atlantic big bucks if Amos's faves 
turn out to be commercial flops, label boss 

Val Azzoli isn't worried. The records may 

not be No. 1 singles, but they'll definitely 
be critically acclaimed." Igloo's first release 
will be by Pet, whose female vocalist, 
Amos claims, can scream like AC/DC. 
• R.E.M. recently announced the end of 
its 16-year association with manager and 
fifth member" Jefferson Holt, who helped 
the band grow from a struggling Georgia 
college act into a multiplatinum supergroup. 
Neither Holt nor band members would 
comment on the split; the band stated only 
that Hott would not be replaced immediately 
and that REM 's business would 
continue to be handled by attorney Bertis 
Downs. Sources close to R.E.M. say the 
band is negotiating a seven-figure 
settlement with Holt in an attempt to avoid 
a lawsuit. In September, R.E.M. will release 
the final record on its Wamer Bros, 
contract, which should make the band— 
which has sold more than 30 million 
albums— the most sought-after free agent 
in the business. 




Mission Accomplished 

As U2 puts the finishing touches on its first album 
since 1993's Zooropa, the Ihsh tads are gearing up 
for the eagerly anticipated October release by 
planning one of the most ambitious tours in history. 
According to manager Paul McGuinness, the 
multimillion-dollar tour will kick off in April 1997, 
cover more than 100 cities, and last more than 
a year. The band may accept corporate sponsorship 
for the first time, possibly from Microsoft, Apple, 
Intel, or America Online. Meanwhile, MTV and 
Polygram are co-funding a pilot series called Zoo TV, 
slated to debut on MTV this fall. "People sometimes 
say to U2, 7 bet you'd like to go back to playing 
small clubs, ' " says McGuinness. "The truth is, we 
were terrible playing clubs. U2 is big music and we 
like big possibilities. " 
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Love American Style 



Equal parts 

Rainbow Gathering, rave, and Outward Bound. Perry Farrell's 
ENIT festival should be this summer's truly alternative 
offering. Named for the massive alien peace parties in 
Ludwig Pallmann's book Cancer Planet Mission, ENIT will 
feature Porno for Pyros. Black Grape. Prodigy. Meat Beat 
Manifesto, and others. The tour will take off in mid- 
August, and is scheduled for 13 dates in such unlikely 
settings as Indian reservations, fairgrounds, and state 
parks. The price of a ticket buys a communal dinner, a 
12-hour sundown-to-sunup show, and a chance to 
plant trees and make "extraterrestrial contact." Says 
Farrell. who is independently financing the tour. "There 
are a million ways to make money and this is clearly 
not one of them. It would be payment 
enough if I could change 
the established ways of 




putting a concert 
together— Aid attract 
some aliens." 



<£flien Perry 
ttarrell, with 
Br Porno 
H for Pyros. 
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The Ultimate Trip 

David J. Prince recounts the life and times 
of counterculture guru Timothy Leary. 



TIMOTHY LEARY, the philosopher, scientist, and 
media artist, died on May 31 at age 75 after a 
protracted battle with prostate cancer. 

As with so many people who achieve such 
celebrated fame and notoriety, there were, in 
essence, two Timothy Learys: "Tim the Myth" 
and "Tim the Man." The Myth is a grand script 
stretching across both the globe and a good part 
of 20th-century popular culture: a fact/fiction 
hybrid of Socrates and Huck Finn; a dream 
of a lifetime spent pushing radical ideas, 
unpopular science, and 
evolutionary tools on a 
seemingly unprepared 
world. The Man rode 
the waves of change 
through every decade 
of his life without ever 
settling into satisfaction, 
was unflinching in the 
face of constant 
adversity, and found 
pleasure and inspiration 
at every hint of creativity 
and forward thinking. 
But what lifts Leary to 
the level of True Hero is 
that the Myth and the 
Man were always in 
complete harmony with 
each other. 

Leary was born 
in 1920 in Springfield, 
Massachusetts, the 
only son in an Irish 
Catholic family. He 
spent two years at Holy Cross College before 
enrolling as a cadet at West Point. After a battle 
with the school authorities over an episode of 
drunkenness and his refusal to cooperate, Leary 
endured a brutal nine months of "silencing [being 
treated as a nonperson]" before his resignation. 
He spent two years as an Army psychologist in 
World War II, then finished his Bachelor of Arts at 
the University of Alabama in 1945. He received his 
doctorate in clinical psychology from the University 
of California at Berkeley, and an expansion of 
his doctoral thesis, published in 1957 as The 
Interpersonal Diagnosis of Personality, remains 
a classic of modern psychology. 

In 1959, Leary was given a post as graduate 
professor at Harvard. During the summer of 
1960, on a vacation in Mexico, he tried 
psilocybin mushrooms for the first time. 
Convinced that he'd discovered the long-sought 
tool for inducing quantifiable change in 



psychological patients, he returned to Harvard 
and began scientific research on the effects of 
psilocybin, and later LSD, in earnest. The 
subjects included alcoholics, prison inmates, 
divinity students, graduate students, and, at the 
urging of psychedelic advocate Aldous Huxley, 
the leading artists and cultural shapers of the 
time. Thus, Leary turned on a broad sweep of 
popular figures, including beats Allen Ginsberg, 
William Burroughs, and Jack Kerouac; jazz 
musicians Maynard Ferguson, Miles Davis, and 




Dizzy Gillespie; and actors Cary Grant and 
Marilyn Monroe, among hundreds of others. 

Leary s enthusiasm for and belief in the power 
of psychedelics was infectious, and the drugs 
soon made their way out of the research facilities 
and onto the streets. Dismissed from Harvard 
in 1963, he set up the Millbrook research facility 
in upstate New York to continue his work. 
The experiments, though, inspired by Eastern 
mysticism and rock'n'roll, drew the ire of local 
authorities, including then-Dutchess County 
District Attorney G. Gordon Liddy, who harassed 
and arrested Leary several times. By that point, 
Leary had attracted the fame normally reserved 
for musicians and artists; his infamous light 
shows and embrace of psychedelia were taken 
seriously by both the young generation he urged 
to Turn On, Tune In, and Drop Out," and by the 
establishment as represented by then-President 
Richard Nixon, who labeled him "the most 
dangerous man in America." 

In 1969, Leary began a campaign for governor 
of California, participated in John Lennon's Bed- 
In for Peace, and made hundreds of appearances 
as the spiritual and cultural leader of the baby- 



boom generation, before being handed a 10-year 
prison sentence (for possession of $10 worth 
of marijuana). Leary subsequently made a 
daring escape to Europe; he spent time with 
Eldridge Cleaver in Algiers, was a guest of 
the Hermann Hesse family in Switzerland, and 
was finally captured in Afghanistan and returned 
to a maximum-security prison, where he 
once occupied the cell next to Charles Manson. 

After being released from prison in 1976, 
Leary embarked on a never-ending lecture tour 
of college campuses, nightclubs, and conferences. 
He fearlessly opened his heart and his mind to 
new ideas: From S.M.I.I.L.E. (Space Migration, 
Intelligence Increase, Life Extension) to computers 
to virtual reality to cryonics to designer dying, 
Leary took on culture 
at its edges. As his 
health failed, he 
approached the 
Internet and his World 
Wide Web site 
(http://www.leary.com) 
with cantankerous 
enthusiasm, 
encouraging people 
to use computers 
for interpersonal 
communication. 

During the last years 
of his life, Leary 
transformed his own 
home into a salon; 
a kaleidoscopic 
coterie of admirers 
spanning generational, 
educational, and 
cultural lines passed 
through Leary's 

always-unlocked door 

to engage in 
conversation on topics ranging from the Los 
Angeles Dodgers to Jack Kevorkian's lack of style. 

On his deathbed, Leary briefly regained 
consciousness while surrounded by nearly 20 
friends and family members. He asked a 
question, "Why?" and answered it himself: 
"Why not." He then repeated the answer, over 
and over like a mantra, examining the myriad 
ways those two words can be interpreted. 
While he may have been referring to his own 
death just hours away, it's more likely he 
was repeating the words he'd said to himself 
at each important juncture of his life; repeating 
the words he'd given as inspiration to so 
many others; repeating the words of any 
person who has dared to think for himself 
and question authority. 

David J. Prince has coauthored a book with 
Timothy Leary on Leary's last years. Death: 
The Ultimate Trip Is due out from HarperCollins 
in early 1997. 
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Chant (Angai) 02957 
Frank Sinatra: Duets 

■_acirni 03039 
Sheryl Crow: 

Tuesday Night Music Club 
(MM) 03061 
Elton John: Greatest Hits 

(Pofydorl 03077 
Elton John: Greatest Hits, 

Vol.2 (Polyoor) 03078 



The Royal Philharmonic 
Orchestra: 

The Music Of Pink Floyd 

(RCA Victor) 03347 
Zap Mama: Sabsylma (Luaka 
Bop/Warner Bros.) 03403 
Mr. Bungle: Disco Votante 

(Warner Bros ) 03552 
Travis Tritt: Greatest Hits • 
From The Beginning 

(Warner Bros.) 
Down: Nola 

(EastWest) 03606 • 

Ace OF Base: The Bridge 
(Ansta I 03913 
AC DC . Ballbreaker 
(EaslWestl 03932 ' 

Dream Theater: Change Of 
Seasons (EastWest) 03937 

Inner City Blues- The Musk 
Of Marvin Oave Boyz II Men. 
Bono. Madonna, etc 
(Mntowr 04075 

The Benedictine Monks Of 
Santo Domingo de Silos: 
Chant II ;■■ 04093 
John Hiatt: Walk On 
(CapltOl) 04099 

The Monkees: Greatest Hits 
(Maw) 04268 
The Carpenters The Singles 
1969-1973 (A&Mj 04393 
Waiting To Exhale/Sdtrk. 
Whrtney Houston. TLC, Tom 
Braxton, more (Anstal 04466 
(Jtvei 04549 



CDs 

F0SOHE PRICE OF 



NOTHING MORE TO BUY, EVER! 



Dwlght Yoakam: Gone 

I Repnse i 05096 

k.d. lang: All You Can Eat 

(Warner Bros ) 05102 
Madonna: Something To 
Remember (Warner 

" 05110 

Buyaka: The Ultimate Dencehall 

Collection ( Atlantic i 05765 

Barry White 
All-Time Greatest Hit* 

Mercury) 06866 

The Best Of Koot & The 
Gang 1979-1987: Celebration 
(Mercury) 05867 
Barenaked Ladies: Maybe 
You Should Drive 
[Repnse/Sirei 05661 
Dinosaur Jr.: Without A 
Sound (Hepns&'Sire;. 05882 
CM! Carmlna Bur ana 
McNair St Louis-Slatkin 
(RCA veto Red Seal.i 06954 
Ween: Chocolate And 
Cheese (Elektra) 05981 ' 
Red Hot 6 Country Mary 
Chapin Carpenter, Patty 
Loveless, Johnny Cash, others 
(Mercury! 06045 
Bon Jovl: Cross Road 
(Greatest Hits) 
(Mercury) 06163 
Mad About The Monks The 

I,,.,... ■(,.-■ I,' nki ! Santo 

Domingo de Silos. (DG) 06206 

The Mighty Mighty 
Bosslones: Question The 
Answers (Mercury i 06259 ' 
Tom Petty: Wildlkwers 

(Warner Bros ) 06260 



ONE 



06394 
Chieftains: 

41 

>Ro«ng 



(RCA Victor) 06408 
Real McCoy: Another 
Night (Ansta) 06500 
Dick Dale And Hie Del- 
Tones: Greatest Hits 
iGNP Crescendoi 06925 
Shanla Twain: 
The Woman In Me 
< Mercury Nashville) 06935 
The Jerky Boys 2 
■ Atlantic) 080791 
Tower Of Song- 
The Songs ot Leonard 

Cohen (MM) 08T*" 

Dei Amltn: Twisted 
MM i 08130 
Kronos Quartet 
Performs 
Philip Glass 
(Nonesuch) 08150 
Ass Ponys: Electric Rock 
Music (MM) 08157 

Belter Then Ezra: Deluxe 

.Elektra} 08160 
Matthew Sweet: 100S Fun 
Zoo Entertainment) 06166 
Eric Clapton: 
The Cream Ot Clapton 
(Potydor) 06241 
John Michael 



9S251 



My Brother The Cow 
(Repnse) 06331 
Moby: Everything Is 
Wrong (Etektra) 08355 
The Orb: Orbus 
Terrarum (island) 08374 



The Cranberries: No Need To 
Argue (Island i 06258 
The Idiot s Guide To 
Classical Music 

i.RCA Victor) 08757 C 

Neil Young: Mirror Ball 
'Rfjpnsei 

Peter Murphy: Deep 

■ («'..,' 

Batman Forever/ 

Sdtrk. US. seal. 
Brand*, cmers 
-• .<•«•• 
Bon Jovl. 
These Days 
(Mercury) 
Incognito: 
100 And Rising 
i Verve-forecast) 06933 



Collective Soul i Aoa-niCf 06133 
Jackson Browne: Running 
On Empty (Elektra) 11056 
Red Hot Chili Peppers: 
Blood Sugar Sex Msg* 
(Warner Bros ) 11127 * 

War: The Best Of War ..And 
More (Avenue Records) 11160 



08915 





Everclear: Sparkle And 
Fade ( Capitol) 08975 j 
Everclear: World 01 Noise 
(Capitol) 11693 



Funkmaster Flex Presents 
The Mix Tape, Vol. 1 Mobb 
Deep, R sstoon. LLCooi J. others. 
(RCA) 11318 • 

Boyz I Men: Qwieyhlprihemwny 
(Motown) 11415 



Neil Young. Harvest 

(Reprise) 08955 
Jane s Addiction: 
Ritual de lo Habitual 
(Warner Bros 1 10020 • l 
David Bowie ZJggy 

I (Rytocfcr 10BO3 



(Atian'jc) 



Morphine: Yes 

PjfeOsK 



■Jill 



Elton John 
Made In England 

{RockefPRlf 08683 
Filter: Short Bus 
(Reprise: 06611 " 

Living In Oblivion- 
Best Of The owe. Vol. 1 
18 Tracks byThe Vapors. 
Stray Cats. Thomas Dolby, 
others (EMI) 08704 
Living In Oblivion- Best Of 
The UOs, Vol. 2 19 Tracks by 
! ■ Nil e l .: "1 

17. others (EMI) 08705 





Red Hot Chili Peppers: 
One Hot Minute 
(Warner Bros.) 035S6 * 
Red Hot Chili Peppers 
What Hits' f 

(EMI) 00144 » 



Total 

(Bad Boy Ansta) 
La Bouche: Sweet Dreams 

(RCA) 11471 



11428* 



Kenny Wayne Shepherd: 
Ledbefter Heights 
I Giant) 11581 
Steely Dan: Alive In America 
i Giant) 11583 



James Brown: 
20 All-Time Greatest Hits 
(Potydor) 01342 
Glass. "Low" Symphony 

The Brooklyn Phi ! 
Dennis Russell Davie*. 
(Pont} 01398 1 



Absolutely ABC 
(Mercury) 02161 
Faith Hill: It Matters To Me 
(Warner Bros ) 02190 
The Jam Greatest Hits 

(Potydor) 02214 

The Best Of Lou Reed: Walk 
On The Wild Side iRCA) 02270 



Luna: Bewitched 

(EleMrai 03094 
Anthrax: Live- The Island 
Years (Island) 03159 
The Crow/SdWc. Sione 
Temple Pilots, Rage Agamsr 
The Machine Nme Inch Nads, 
others. (Atlantic) 03173 



The Tony Rich Protect: 
Word* (LaFace) 04582 
Goodie Mob: Soul Food 
(LaFace) 04590 ' 

John Mellencamp: Dance 
Naked (Mercury) 04906 
The Best Of Woodstock 



HejejrJrilli Youthanasla 
-Cap-- 06272 * 

The Best Of David Sanborn 
: Reprise 06274 
TLC: CrazySexyCool 
. : • Ar 063S2 
The Besl 01 Sting 1964-1994: 



Dwlght Yoeksm: Dwlght Live 

(Reprise) 06713 



Best C* Thomas Dolby: 
RetrospectBCia 

■:„!. tu'i 10863 
The Besl Of Mile* 
Davis: The Capitol' 
Blue Note Years 

(Blue Note) 11000 



Blues Traveler: Four 

(ASM) 06046 

Blues Traveler: Save His 
Soul (ASM) 01433* 




(Mantle) (M906 FieWs 01 Ookl i»4Ml 06J57 



KEEP GOING FOR MORE HOT JAMS 



the verve 



CATCH THE BUHH 



I God Lives Underwater: 

Empty f American:- 11995 
; The Mysteries Ot Life. Keep 

A Secret .RCA. 11998 



The Verve Pipe: Villains 
(RCA) 12495 



Son Volt: Trace 

(Warner Bros.) 04620 
Wllco: A.M. 

(Repnse-'Sire) 06516 
Po*: Hello 

(Modem/ Atlantic - 11268) * 
Ass Ponys: The Known 
Universe lAAMi 11748 



! Monkey On Rico 

1 1 Atlantic/Holiday | 12036 * 

The Jesus Lizard: Shot 
(Caprtof) 12196 * 

16 Horsepower: Sackcloth 
N' Ashes I ASM! 12497 
Dishwalls Pet Your Friends 

(Mit) 12501 

7 Year Bitch: Gato Negro 
(Atlantic) 12503 » 

Fig Dish: That s What Love 
Songs Often Do 
(Atlas. AAMl 12506 



Bottle Rockets: 
The Brooklyn Side 

(Tao; Atlantic) 12515 
Mark Ettzel: 60 Watt Silver 
Lining (Warner Bros ) 12519 
Surrender To The Air 

(Battl) 12529 

The Metces Dirty Bird 
(London) 12531 * 

Limbllfter ..Mercury; 12532 
The Refreshments: 
Fizzy Fuzzy Big 8 Buzzy 
(Mercury) 12533 
Johnny Bravo Then Again, 
Maybe I Won't (Arista) 12578 
Stereolab: Emperor Tomato 
Ketchup Eiekfa 12651 



BUSINESS REPLY MAIL 

FIRST-CLASS MAIL PERMIT NO. 5071 INDIANAPOLIS IN 



NO POSTAGE 
NECESSARY 
IF MAILED 
IN THE 
UNITED STATES 



POSTAGE WILL BE PAID BY ADDRESSEE 



Porno For Pyroa 

(Warner Bros ) 



01429) 



Creedence Cl ee rw e ter Revival: 
Chronicle- 20 Greatest Hits 

(Fantasy) 01520 
Creedence Clearwater 
Revival: Chronicle, Vol. 2- 
20 Great CCR Classics 
(Fantasy) 01521 
At Worst. ..The Best Of Boy 
George And Culture Club 
(SBK) 01575 



Spandau Ballet: The Singles 

Collection (Chrysalis- 02274 
The Singular Adventures 
Of The Style Council 
(Potydon 02279 
Ace Ot Base: The Sign 
(Ansta) 02354 
Us3: Hand On The Torch 
(Blue Note) 02362 ' 

Sisters Of Mercy: A Sight Case 
Ot OvtrftornttnorG/eetest Hrts 
vol i lEIektra) 02*43 



BlackHawk: Strong Enough 
- Ansta Nashville) 03183 
vanessa-Mae: The VioHn 
Player (Angel! 03269 >' 
Collective Soul: Hints, 
Allegations & Things Left 
Unsaid .Arantx:: 03309 
Nick Cave & The Bed Seeds: 
Let Love In 

(M-jte/Eleklrai 03310 
Jon Secada: Heart. Soul 6 
A Voice (SBK) 03323 




BMG MUSIC SERVICE - 

PO BOX 91001 

INDIANAPOLIS IN 46209-9637 

I.I,,I.II....I.III.mI.I..I.I.mII....II.Im.I,I..II 



I 



Joan Osborne: Relish 

(BtueGonta) 08513 
The Black Crowes: Shake Your 
MoncymakBT (American) 11628 
Danag: 4p (Amencan) 11633 * 
Get Shorty 'Sdl r* 
Booker T , Jimmy Smith more 
i Ar titles I 11640 
Will Downing: Hoods 

(Mercury) tlttl 

The D OC: Helter Skelter 
lG*ffll 11706* 
A Thin Line Between Love & 
Hele/Sdtrk. R Katy, Tevw 
Campbell. Smooth, omen 

I Warner BnxsJ 11721 f 

The Jayhawks: Tomorrow 
The Green Grass 
(American) 1 1 ?44 



Melissa Etheridge: Your 
Lrffle Secret (Island) 11111 



it Fever/Sdlrk. 

11927 



Saturday Night 

(Polydor/A&M) 
Therapy?: Infernal Love 

<AAM| 11Mt» 

The Chieftains: FHm Cuts 
(BCAVcton 11909 
1996 Grammy* Nominee* 

n A iln r= Uor-w^ -Vers 
(Grammy Heoonings i 12027 1 

Beautiful Glrls/SdtrtL 
(Elektrai 12042 
Meat Puppets: Too High To 
Die (London- 12089 
Cassandra Wilson: 
New Moon Daughter 
(Blue Note) 
Kiss: Unplugged 
: Mercury) 
The Complete Tom Jones 
lOaram} 14651 
Pocues Essential 
(tsjtand) 15459 
Paul Simon: Negotiations 
And Love Songs 1971-66 

(Warner Bros ! 20461 



Nick Cave 6 The Bad Seeds 
Murder Ballads 

(Reprise) 12003 > 

ABBA: Go-d-Greaiest Hits 
(Poh/dor) 20679 



Set The 

Twilight 



12068 



12216 



Violent f 
Add It Up (1961-1993) 
tPeprtse'Slash) 20680 • 
AC/DC: Who Made Who- 
Greatest Hits 

(Atlantic) 20774 

Eagles: Greatest Hits 1971- 
197$ i Asylum) 23461 

Eric Clapton: Unplugged 
(Warner Bros.) 23690 
James Taylor Greatest Hits 
(Repnse) 23790 
The Best Of The Beech Boy* 
(Caprloi) 23946 

Fleetwood Mac: Rumours 

(Warner Bros ) 24025 
Stone Temple Pilots: Purple 
(AMAtt 24738 



mum 

Bras.) 
12012' 



THE HEAT 60ES0N- 

* * * The Doors ^sW - — 



Halen II 

(Warner 
Bros ) 

The Best Of 
The Dooble Brothers 

(Warner Bros.) 

10.000 Maniacs: Hope Chest 

(Eiektra) 44340 



43364 



43736 



44370 



Experience (AAM) 
U2: Achtung Baby 



24884 



25174 




(Island) 
The Steve Milter Bend: 
Greatest Hits 1974-1978 
(Caprtot) 33199 
The Moody Blues: 
Legend Of A Band (Greatest 
Hits) (Threshold) 34264 
The Best Of The Band 
(Cap'tOd 34465 



iWamer BrosJSrre) 
Enya: 

Shepherd Moons 

(Reprise) 53190 
Bob Marley: Legend 
(Island) 53521 
Whitney Houston: 
The Bodyguard/Sdtrk 
(Arista) 54213 
Kenny G: Breathless 
(Ansta) 54317 
Sweet Honey In The Rock: 
Still On The Journey 
(Earthbeal!) 60642 
Seal (Warner Bros i 61992 
Eagles: Greatest Hits. VoL 2 
(Asylum) 63318 
Faith No More: The Reel 
Thing 'Repnse) 63719 * 
Nell Young: Unplugged 
(Reprise) 64125 
Jefferson Starship: Gold 
(RCA) 64132 
Paul Westerberg: 14 Songs 
(Repnse/Srre) 64176 



F0RTHE 



Hxf OF ONE 



Pam Romberg: 
Between The 1 And The 9 

(EMI) 12619 

Van Morrison: 
Moondance 

rWamerBrosi 64585 

Elvis Presley: 

The Number One Hits 

72110 

Janet Jackson's 
Rhythm Nation 1814 
(A&M) 72366 
Duran Durmn: 
Decade/Greatest Hits 
(Capilol) 73573 
The John Lennon Collection 
(Caprtol) 73627 
Rod Stewart: 
Unplugged.- And Seated 

(Warner Brat) 73684 

Psntere 

Far Beyond Driven 
{Ea&tWest Amer<a) 

73909 ' 
ZZ Top: Greatest Hits 
(Warner Bros i 63411 
Beat Of The Grateful 
Deed: Skeletons From 
TV Closel 

(Warner Bros ) 83692 
Allman Brothers Band: 
The Fillmore Concerts 

fPorydor) 
01159 



The Afghan Wh 

Black Love 

(Eksktra) 
Skinny Puppy: 
The Process 
(American) 



12346 



Frank Sinatra: All The Best 

(Capitol] 05012 o 

Puccini, La Boheme 
Frern, Pavarotti et al. Berlin 
PCVKarapn The beat-selling 
opera recording ot aj tane! 
(London) 05615 - 

Woodstock 94 MetaB-ca, 
Nine Inch Nans. Green Day. 
etc (A&M) 06315 4- 

The Police: Live 
(A&M) 06551 a 

Nell Young: Decade 
(Repnse) 



TT>e Beat Ot 
Tha Doora 

iEi«m) row? 

Stack Ulturu: 
Ubcratlofl- 
Ttie Island 
Anthology 
(Mango) 74262 0 
Los Lot>os 
Just Anotrief 
Sand From East 
LA A Collection 
(Warns. Broa 1 

axt 

Ptinoj: 
Tt»Hlla1 
(WB.Pa.sley Park) 
02228 » 
The Very B#s! 
01 Cream 
Strange Brew 
(Potytfcn 0046> 

Buflalo 



Retrospective 
lAKol 00644 
MC5 

Kick Out 
The Jama 

(Eiektra) 02007 1 
All Farka Toure 
With Ry Coottac: 
TalWno. Timbuktu 
[HanriOali 03171 



Start with 
6 FREE 
CDs now 



Buy only 1 at 
the regular 
Club price 

within a year 

Then get 
3 more 
CDs of your 
choice, FREE 

Enjoy 10 CDs 
for the 
price of 1 



NOTHING MORE 
TO BUY, EVER! 



THE BRITISH ARE COMING! 



NOTHING MORE TO BUY, EVER! 



Bad Religion The Gray Race 

(Aflame) 11751 
Klds/Sdtrk. includes 
■ ■ - '■ 
,• lLondon) 11762 

Gipsy Kings: Tlerra Gilana 

fftWUkt ■ 1171 




34539 



Tracy Chapman: New 
Beginning (Eie ktra) 05224 

Tracy Chapman 

(Eloktr.il 53562 



Eurythmics: Greatest Hits 
(Arista) 20611 



Grateful Dead 
American Beauty 

(Warner Bros.) 
John Coltrene: Giant 
Steps f Atlantic ] 34589 e 
Bryan Adamt 
So Far So Good 
| (A&M) 34771 
Allman Brother! Band: 
A Decade Of Hits 19S9- 
1979 (Poiyfty) 35031 
Carrerea, Domingo 6 
Pavarotti: The 3 Tenors 
In Concert Mehla con- 
ducts. (LenOOn) 350TB: 
Grease/Sdtrk, 
f- rtt ■ 35125 
Squeeze: Singles 45 s 6 

" {A&M) 36206 
Melissa Etheridge: Yes I Am 
(Island) 35501 

(Rivaj 40331 
Bene Midler Betle Of Roses 
(Aflanle) 40445 



The Singles IS 

iRyKodecl 
Joe Jackaon: 
Live 1960-19* 

(A&M) 



M9B3 
01659 



02675 Z 



Cowboy Junkies: 
200 More Miles Live 
Performance* 1965-1994 
04293 I 




Spacehog Resident 
Alien (Sire) 11561 



Erasure. Pop! The First 20 
Hits (Sire) 00326 
Many Star: 

So Tonight That I Might See 
(Cap**} 01735 
James La.fl 

(Mercury) 02565 
Pet Shop Boys: Cystography- 
The CovpletS Singles 

Collection [EMI] 05605 
Blur: Parkllfe 

(S8K) 

Iverythlng But 
Lmpllfled Heart 
(Atlantic) 

PJ Harvey: To Bring You My 
Love (island) 06066 
World Of Morrlssey 

ffm) 06125 
Adam Ant: Wonderful 
(Cepftol) 06141 



05663 



05724 



The Best Of New Order 

i Qwest: Warner Bros ) 011 53 
The Complete Stone Roses 
(Severlone) 06929 
Tricky: Mailnquaye 
(Island) 08944 ' 

The Jesus & Mary Chain 
Hate Rock 'N' Roll 
tAjnertcati) 11640* 

Lush: Lovefrfe 
(Repnsft4AD) 12004 
Ride: Tarantula 

(Sire) 12337 

Love And Rockets: 
Sweet F A. 

(American) 12502 
Mo{eve 3: Ask Me 

Tomorrow (4AD) 12520 Z 
Cast: All Change 

(Potydor) 12M0 
Help- For The Children 
Of Bosnia Oasis, 
Radohead, Porbshead, ^™ 
others (Gcifjex^ondor ■ 17781 



The Cure: 
Staring At The See/ 
Standing On A Beech- 
The Singles 

(FictorVElektra) 50024 
PJ Harvey: Rid Of Me 

(Island) 73527 

Pet Shop Boys: Alternative 

(EMI) 02010 *t 




09672 



16 ft Motown Hits From 
The Late '60e The Supremes 
The Temptations, otners 
(Motown) 64334 



START SAVING! MAIL THIS POSTAGE-PAID CARD TODAY. 



O Please accept my membership in the BMG Music Service and send my 6 FREE selections as indicated Under the terms 
ol this ofler. I agree to buy mst 1 selection at the regular Club price ($14 98 to $16 98 tor CDs $9 98 to $10 98 tor 
cassettes) within a year I will then receive 3 more choices FREE' That's 10 tor the price ot 1, tyrffi nothing more to 
buy. ever * I understand that a shipping and handling charge will be billed tor each selection 

fi Send my selections on (check oh only) □ CDs □ Cassettes 



RUSH ME THESE 6 HITS NOW 

[Muta Oy numoeO 















A Z-C0 set (o) counts as 2 selections 
O ■ am always free to choose from any category, but I am most interested in the muse category checked here (check pnj only): 

VG UGHT SOUNDS ID COUNTRY 3.0 HARD ROCK 4.0 POCKPOP SO CLASSICAL* 6.G JA22 7.0 METAL 
SetMMder Shane T war IMasa EVwnrjrje Stng LuomPavantt ScyroGyra ACOC 

FrankSinaira Tracy Lawrence Van Halen Hcotos 



BiTreBb-fe- itzhak r^ertrnar 



rtaittrtarc tt Parflara 



3wer Ds> 

Craf^eres 



B.I.Q. 



AceOfBaH Uchaeiw 
Real McCoy Smith "Aea 

Twsa Parts John P Kee 



Mr 

" Mrs 

^ (PLEASE PRINT) 



Jewel: 
Pieces Of You 
(Atlantic) 03972 * 



1 

INSTANT 

50%-OFF 

BONUS 

From day one. every time 
you buy a CO or cassette 
it the regular dab price. 

you re entitled to buy 
another ot equal or lesser 
value at hall price 

* Memtm owocng CLASSCAi *S » 
«r«fl % BUG Oust* lAac Stnw 



Woodttock/Sdtrk. 

(Attante) 

Rush: Chronicles 
(Mercury) 24059 
Simon A Garlunkel: 
The Concert In 
Central Park 

(Warner Bros ) 44006 
Grateful Dead: Europe 72 
(Warner Bros.) 53931 .- 
Madonna: The Immaculate 
Collection (Sire) 54164 



MM Angels 

(RCA) 03241 
Black Seooeth: Paranoid 

(Warner Bros) 04222 
Supertramp: 

Classics (14 Greatest Hits) 
(A&M) 04691 
Ella Fitzgerald: 
The Best Of The Songbooki- 
The Ballads 

(Verve) 06713 



Radiohead: The Bends 
(Capitol) 08299 


Hand Griffith: Fly* 
Elektrai 


05962 


Yo u Tengo: Electr-O-Pura 
Matador 'Allar;>c) 06389 


Clay Walker: 
Hypnotue The Hoc 

Gttr*) 


n 

11300 


JethroTull: 
Original Masters 

Chfwjajtfj) 


63646 


Boyx II Men: H 

MoRajajlj 


06028 



City 



Phone AieaCode 
Q Have you bought anything else by mail in the past 



Signature 
D 6 months □ Year 




HERE'S HOW YOUR CLUB WORKS: 



Start with our 6-1-3 Formula to introduce you to the 
Club and to your savings 1 

CDs ioi cassettes) nght now from the 
many great choices in th« ad 

• Buy iusi i Mddion at the regular Club once (currency 
$14 96 to $16 98 lor CDs. $9 96 to $10 98 tor cassettesi 
within a year 

• Ttunctioojt 3 more i RE [ That's 10 tor the price of 
1 (plus shipping and handling tor each selection) 

r[/t tig n,.- E (j,^ 1 

you may take 10 days to listen to youf introductory 
selections and look over the accompanying terms of 
Club membership 

■ If you're not completely satisfied simply return your 
selections at our expense — with no further obligation 
SHOP FROM THE COMFORT OF HOMf Ddcrjverhow 
convenient rt is to shop wilh BMG Music Service 
You " get our eiclusrve Club Catalog about every three 
weeks (19 shopping opportunities a year), filled with 
hundreds ot choices m a vanety of mus* categories, 



plus music news artist interviews and recomi 
nom our experts 

* So assy 1 Every issue otters a Featured Selection 
in your preferred music category It you want 
the Featured Selection, don't do a thing— you'll 
receive it automatically 

• Tout choice' It you want other hits from the 
Catalog — or none at all — rust return the Music 
Selection Card provided by the specified date You'll 
nave at least 10 days to decide 



• No pressure' If you should nave fewer than 10 days 
to reply and receive an unwanted Featured Selection 
simply return it at our expense 

SAVE AGAIN AND AGAIN From day one, tor every 
selection you buy at the regular Club price, you may 
choose another of eouai or lesser value at 50% oft 
But that's not all 

■ The longer you remain a BMG Musk Service member 
the more you save— up Id 60%. 70%. even 80S— 
with our special sales and discounts 
We're sure you'll entoy your exclusive Dub benefits 
But rt you ever want to cancel, |ust wnte and telf us its 
your choice anytime— after you buy your one regular- 
Club-pnce selection Why wart? Join BMG Music 
Service now and start saving 
It me reply card is mining pMtse write to 
MM Music Semce. PO Box 91001. Indianapolis. 
■N 46291-0002 

* ParertalAAitjory— CiXtarrs s^ lyre ar>l w artwrk 
o 2 -CO set (counts as 2 selections) ms 673 

e Not available on cassette 
Dog and horn are trademarks ot 
General Electric Company, USA 
The BMG logo rs a trademark ot 
BMG Music Other trademarks 
used in the advertisement are the 
properly of vanous trademark 
owners BMG Music Service, 
6550 E 30tn St Indianapolis IN 
46219-1 194 © 1996 BMG Direct 
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Flip to our ad at the back of this magazine ^ 
for hundreds more hits. A 



YQKO 
DND/IMA 

Irving Plaza 
New York City 
May 14, 1996 



DISMISSED BY MOST of her husband's 
fans, hated by some, and widowed 
by one, Yoko Ono, amazingly, let his 
bereaved public use her life to make 
sense of his death. No doubt some 
of the crowd who squeezed into 
Irving Plaza, where Ono took her 
first rock tour in years after her New York debut at the 
Knitting Factory two months before, were eager to continue 
the arrangement. But the incredibly vital, surprisingly short, 
lithe 63-year-old who showed us her haircut and her earrings 
and the junk in her jeans — in between songs about death 
and heroism and child abuse, not to mention simulations of 
vomiting and insects and temper tantrums — is a performance 
artist who routinely mixed private and public long before she 
met John. She's canny enough to know that her personal 
material has moved from Spalding Gray's neighborhood to 
Liz Taylor's, and imaginative enough to exploit the concept. 

Like the album it feeds off, Rising, the tour represents a new chapter: a collaboration 
that gives a career boost to Sean Ono Lennon (who's more riveting on guitar than 
on keyboards, probably because he's had fewer lessons) and also connects Ono to 
an alternative audience that may well prefer her music to the Beatles'. A woman 
inspired by truly marginal audience experiences— she once evoked peeing in theater 
bathrooms— surely understands how trippy it will be for us to see her son, with his 
big, loose body and granny glasses, looking like dad but acting like a really nice kid. 

An early peak in the hour-plus set was "I'm Dying," a series of experience- 
haunted shrieks ("Help me!"); behind Ono, Sean and his band Ima, a bunch of big, 






healthy guys with impish grins, 
pounded on their instruments 
like it was a pillow fight. 
There were some Japanese-y 
dance steps for " Wouldmt," 
and some strewing of torn 
Bible pages (which got less 
crowd reaction than taking off her outer shirt, though the Catholic church lodged a 
protest the next day). There was a chat about the afterlife and a singalong on the 
climactic "Rising." During the encore, the spotlight turned on Lennon, who opened 
his throat and, in a teeny high voice, produced that extended bubble you thought 
only Yoko did— trippy for sure. 

But less trippy than it had been at the Knit. Leaving Irving Plaza, I ran into a 
friend raving "63? No way!" and "What a great single mom"— just like I had the first 
time. But for me, the personal material had lost some of its magic. I carped about 
jams and, oh no, Elephant's Memory— more focused, Ima might well have sounded 
more suitably strange. My friend replied with astonished pity: "But didn't you 

know? Never see oerformance art twice!" carola dibbell 
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Stereolab, from left. 
Mary Hansen, Tim Gane, 
Laetitia Sadier, 
and Richard Harrison. 



STEREOLAB LEADERS Tim Gane and Laetitia Sadier never met a buzz or hum they 
didn't like. The English guitarist/keyboardist and the French keyboardist/chanteuse 
have taken over every sustained tone from Les Baxter to the Velvet Underground to 
New Order, and Frankensteined them into sacred monsters. Which comes off as 
rock, not musique concrete, because Stereolab are so adamantly a band (which 
currently includes vocalist/guitarist Mary Hansen, keyboardist Morgane Lhote. 
bassist Richard Harrison, and drummer Andy Ramsay) and because they adore pop 
for its quirky sound constructions and sweet tunes. 

Stereolab understand counter-stardom and its delights. With minimal, if affable, 
talk to the crowd from Sadier. and no stage act as such, the group's show suggested 
a get-together in their basement studio for a session of romping drones. Gane 
added head-thrashing to underscore the intense moments as Sadier delivered 
her reflection on social anomie, a disarming gamine in a white shirt, with perfect 
black-slash eyebrows. 



The set, with typical perversity, concentrated more on Retried Ectoplasm, a 
recent limited-edition anthology of uncollected tracks, than the superlative 
mainstream release, Emperor Tomato Ketchup. Yet Stereolab repeat and vary 
patterns so compulsively it was impossible to tell just how much material was a 
fresh extrusion for that night. There's nothing gauzy about the trance sensation the 
band strives for. It's more like a primeval campfire party, with flickering lights and 
hard rhythms battering down the conscious mind. If a melody graceful as a ball 
bouncing down stairs, like the one in "Ping Pong," proved worth keeping intact and 
savoring, "French Disko," a thunder roll, took a lot of extended jam abuse and 
easily survived. The group doesn't need the precision of knobs and the efficiency of 
circuits. Their punch depends on the flesh factor: the crisp snap of attention when 
Ramsay changes beats; the sharp attack of Sadier's synthesizer solo. 

After a dozen puzzles and treats, the longish version of "John Cage Bubblegum" 
seemed merely sticky and puffed to the breaking point. And here the notable 
interchangeability of Stereolab's song parts, the limits in charm of their sliding 
layers of oil and water, began to hurt. Without stories and clear drama, Stereolab's 
numbers can become wee French Marxist catechisms accompanied by metionomes 
with Tourette's syndrome. 

To erase that inconclusive conclusion, Stereolab's encore went for the verities 
and reworked one of their earliest singles, "Super-Electric." into a torrent of 
squalls and purrs with Gane. Sadier, and Lhote surfing the same sine wave. After 
the show, Gane signed posters for the hard-core faithful in their crushed-velvet 
jackets. He was no studio wizard or retro-lounge mystic, just an operator of the 
zaniest ride at the fair. milo miles 
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Here's the direction. 
You thousht milk was just a kid 
thins. But the plot thickens 
and you discover your bones are 

still growing until you're 35. 
You're on a mad quest for calcium. 

AND... ACTION. You open the 
fridge, you grab the lowfat milk, you 
drink it. CUT. Not from the carton. 
TAKE 2. Let's use a glass. 



MILK 

Where's your mustache? ' 




Want to give your music a little more 
impact? no problem. just find a good, 
sturdy doorway, then punch that mega 
Bass* button on your Sony Boombox 
or Disc man* portable cd 

PLAYER. YOU WON'T BE 



SATISFIED 
CUSTOMER 



disappointed. sony 
invented Mega 
Bass sound for one 
very noble purpose-to 
make even your most wimpy cd or 
cassette sound like an all-out brain- 
rattling live performance. and while 
we're on the subject of live performances, 
when you buy a selected sony boombox 
or dlscman, you'll get a coupon for an 
excluspvt double-cd set* crammed with 
lpve performances from the best alterna- 
TIVE BANDS. IT'S THE SAME MUSIC you've 

heard on Modern Rock LrvE** And you 
can't get it anywhere else. Which is only 
right, since it will never sound more 
amazing than it does through mega bass, 
so, are you ready to find out how well 
your house is built? 
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In one corner, Paul Stanley, singer and rhythm 
guitarist in Kiss, and at 44 its youngest member, 
strains against the forces of nature as he hangs 
from the Gravitron. The man usually seen with a 
huge star across his face is, this Saturday after- 
noon, seeing stars. He may be masked for a liv- 
ing, but momentarily, dangling from the Gravitron, 
Stanley's face contorts into a mask of pain. 

"All right, let's do it!" barks Anton, the official 
Kiss trainer. Stanley hunkers down in a device 
known as the Roman Chair and performs three 
good sets of lateral raises. As a reward, Anton 
hands him an amino-laced sports drink. 

"The guy's an animal," says the drill sergeant 
in the Kiss Army. And the proof is in the pecs: 
Stanley is indeed a fine physical specimen, arriv- 
ing here five days a week to sweat out the '80s. 

"It's not my choice," he says through clenched 
teeth. "Too many people are expecting too much 
this summer." 

Lock up your eight-tracks and dust off your 
daughters: Kiss are back. Jimmy Carter was 
president when drummer Peter Criss got the boot 
from Stanley, Gene Simmons, and 
Ace Frehley back in 1980. Two and a 
half years later, guitarist Frehley left 
to pursue a solo career. Something 
calling itself Kiss — Simmons, Stanley, 
and assorted ringers — has recorded 
and toured on ever since, though 
they took the makeup off the market in 
1983. And somewhere right now, too, 
there's a dinner-theater production of 
Man of La Mancha. 

But something unexpected hap- 
pened earlier this year, as the mod- 
ern lineup — Stanley, Simmons, Bruce 
Kulick, and Eric Singer — prepared for 
"surprise" cameos from Frehley and 
Criss in an MTV Kiss Unplugged 
special. The lawyers talked, then the 
musicians talked, and they discov- 
ered that after all these years they 
liked talking to each other. They 
looked nervous, possibly uncomfort- 
able together again, on Unplugged, 
but an irresistible force had been set 
into motion. 

The original foursome — classic 
makeup, classic costumes — have re- 
united for a two-year-long world tour. 
They sold out Detroit's — that is, Rock 
C/'f/s— 38,000-seat Tiger Stadium in 



47 minutes, front-row tickets scalping for $7,000. A 
set of live tracks culled from the 1975 Kiss Alive! 
and 1977 Kiss Alive II era entitled You Wanted 
the Best, You Got the Best!! was released in 
June. The group that once clocked Doctor Doom 
are teaming up with the X-Men for a new Marvel 
comic. God knows there'll be new Kiss merchan- 
dise, new Kiss action figures, perhaps even 
another Garth Brooks Kiss cover. Everything but 
new Kiss songs: The set list is pure 1978 and 
earlier. The golden years. Before they can even 
think about recording a new album, they have to 
see if they can get through the summer together 
without anyone spitting up real blood. 

"Right now we have no plans to do anything 
other than to take this one step at a time," says 
Stanley. "If we look too far in the future, we 
won't be enjoying the moment." Or as Van Halen 
once philosophized: "Only time will tell if we 
can stand the test of time." 

Kiss's tour is the cowcatcher on the hard-rock 
railroad crossing the country this summer: 
Metallica headlining a Lollapalooza that also fea- 




tures Soundgarden; the Scorpions doubling up 
with Alice Cooper; Def Leppard recording again; 
and Iron Maiden, Deep Purple, Warrant, and 
Slaughter all on the road. 

But if the summer of '96 is a new iron age, it's 
not a new age of irony; Kiss have been apart for 
so long that they can't possibly occupy the 
same niche in the pop consciousness. What was 
once contemptible comes back collectible. The 
kind of people who'd call you a fag for liking Kiss 
in high school are going to be shouting it out the 
loudest for them this time around. Kiss split up 
as the biggest, richest joke band in the history of 
the universe, disparaged by hipsters and rock 
critics coast to coast as showbiz. But these 
days, everybody wants to be in showbiz: Darius 
Rucker and Trent Reznor sing Kiss's praises; 
Pearl Jam's Mike McCready toted a Kiss lunch 
box to school; Courtney Love was turned in by 
her mom for boosting a Kiss T-shirt when she 
was 12. Indie rock scenes from every industrial- 
ized nation on earth have issued Kiss tribute 
albums. They went out as cheese, and they 
come back as, wel I... fromage, anyway. 

Kiss have the highest recognition factor of 
any brand name in America: for millions, 
thoughts of high school, of first sex or the 
first time you threw up in the backseat are 
trademarked Kiss, all rights reserved. Their 
stage-wide, megawatt-burning logos auto- 
graphed your corneas; even when you shut 
your eyes, you saw their name in lights. Kiss 
brought salesmanship right out into the open of 
rock'n'roll. And that's what fascinates today's 
Kitsch Army. Kurt Cobain was a Kiss fan for all 
the right reasons — they rocked — and for the 
irresistible wrong ones — because they made it 
easy to pretend it's all a con. 

And now, by some strange pact signed in 
blood and comic-book ink, Kiss return as elder 
statesmen. They've become gods to a genera- 
tion that was young enough to prefer Lancelot 

Link and the Evolution Revolution the first time 
around. J Mascis got into Kiss when he was a 
college student at the University of Massachu- 
setts in the mid-'80s, learning guitar while listen- 
ing to Ace Frehley's solos. "But I can't duplicate 
the master. He's got this low vibrato that's hard 
to imitate." Should Kiss request him to open on 
the summer tour, Mascis is characteristically 
terse: "I'm ready," he says. 

They've inspired others to imagine the lowest 
common denominator, like the moon and the 
stars, as something worth shooting for. "The 
Troma team is clearly part of the Kiss Army, no 
question about it," says Lloyd Kaufman, co- 
founder of Troma Pictures, the bottom-feeding 
studio that brought you such pop rocks as The 
Toxic Avenger and The Class of Nuke 'Em High. 
The studio formed in 1974, the same year Kiss 
debuted; if you could bang your head to a 
movie, it would be one of Troma's. Their latest, 
Sgt. Kabukiman N.Y.P.D., tells the tale of a 
Bronx cop who inexplicably morphs into a martial 
arts warrior, one who bears a hardly accidental 
resemblance to Kiss's bassist. "We thought 
about calling the picture Sgt. Gene Simmons 
N.Y.P.D.," claims Kaufman. "Sometimes we 
need superheroes to battle the forces of evil." 
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Kiss looked grand booking grunge ornaments 
Stone Temple Pilots as their opening act, like 
they were sharing their heaviness with icons of 
a generation too freaked to enjoy the glory. 
Then, when singer Scott Weiland's addiction 
jeopardized everything, Kiss looked all the 
grander by comparison. Weiland can't deal with 
success? Lemme tell you about success, kid. 
The band has sold over 75 million albums 
worldwide, and is four releases shy of eclipsing 
the Beatles' record 29 gold albums. Kiss had an 
ice cream and a toothpaste named after them; 
love guns and wastebaskets molded in their 
image. Just a few months ago, they made an 
appearance at the Grammys with Tupac Shakur, 
and Mister Tough Guy looked humbled. Hey, 
when asked to loan some costumes for an 
exhibit, Kiss told the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame 
to take a walk (well, the actual words were more 
like, What do you mean it's a charity?). 

With so much expected of them, Kiss can't just 
slip into costume and go through the motions. 
This time out they have to blow more shit up, be 
bigger, grander, louder, and stupider than ever. It 
will take some preparation. Months of a demand- 
ing physical and mental regimen are required. 

"When we sat down together," says Stanley, "I 
said to the guys, 'We're training to fight Tyson.' " 
He sounds like Kevin Costner narrating a Civil 
War documentary. "And if we can't go in there 
and whip his ass we better stay home, because 
false bravado and any delusions we have about 
who we are will go right out the window the first 
time you step up there and meet the enemy." 

Is he worried? His huge jaw sticks out a little 
further, like he's daring me to throw the first punch. 

"I predict a first-round knockout." 

After his workout, Stanley heads across the 
street to the small rehearsal space where Kiss 
is putting its game face on. There are no cos- 
tumes, no makeup; just musicians getting in 
sync after years of atrophy. They are scraping 
a decade and a half of muck off the songs, 
getting them into shape, too: metal squeezed 



Glitter and gold: Simmons a 




front of the "stage," old movements 
and fragments of choreography com- 
ing back to them with no apparent 
consciousness. Stanley brandishes 
a wicked moue, and then the three 
whip their guitar necks in tandem, 
first toward heaven, then to hell. The 
endorphins have kicked in. There is 
nobody in the room but a crew mem- 
ber and a journalist, but suddenly we 
are all in Budokan. Gym rats do not 
lie: Muscle memory is a reality. 



into a pop jacket, Rolling Stones blues riffs, 
Zeppelin screaming, and Detroit-band feedback 
made gregarious, all individualistic excess 
driven out. 

That's the goal, but in the studio they can't 
quite agree on how their monster hits went. The 
rehearsal should be posted on the Internet: That 
way every time Criss and Simmons disagree on 
a drum line, a nation of Kiss fans could e-mail 
the proper lick. The vibe is loose, friendly; is it 
boom-boom-boom-boom I wanna rock and roll 
all night, or... 

But then a funny thing happens. They roar 
into "Deuce," and as the band vamps the ending, 
Frehley, Stanley, and Simmons line up at the 



to shoot in 1980. 
I 




Like a hairdresser who becomes 

a Hollywood producer, or a porn star 
who resurfaces as a respectable 
disco diva, the Sunset Marquis Hotel 
has seen other days. As surely as 
vices can turn into habits, so in Hol- 
lywood, where history is measured 
in minutes, can habit turn into institu- 
tions. Gene Simmons, 46 years old, 
sits by the hotel pool, casting a 
steady gaze across the water. It's a 
classy establishment these days, with 
white tablecloths on the tables and cel- 
lular phones on the tablecloths. But 
Simmons remembers staying here 
early on, when this celebrated hotel 
was, well, a dump. Rock bands holed up on the 
cheap, leaping off the second-story balcony into 
the swimming pool. For a moment, it's almost as 
if he wishes things could be like that again. 

"It's time to change," says Simmons. "It's time 
for everybody to lighten up and enjoy life. There 
are no world wars. There is no Communist men- 
ace. There are still little evils around the world. 

"There is still — " He looks vaguely distracted. 
"There are still very large breasts about to jump 
in the pool." Water splashes the patio, and Sim- 
mons refocuses. "There is still man's inhumanity 
to man and all that. But if you take a broader 
point of view about history, times are good. And 
even in the worst of times, I want Kiss to be able 
to go up there and lighten the load a little. For 
two, three hours, let Kiss take you away." 

Even if he's not leaping off the balcony in six- 
inch-platform dragon's-head boots, these are the 
best of times for Simmons. He's putting aside 
the Hollywood turn his life took — managing Liza 
Minnelli, dating Cher and Diana Ross, starring in 
Runaway with Kirstie Alley. He plays them off as 
diversions now, junkets that distract you from 
your day job. 

He's a rich man — "Trinkets? You go buy a 
fucking car, I want land" — about to get richer. 
Kiss reportedly stand to make between $35 mil- 
lion and $50 million on the world tour, and theyll 
owe a lot of it to reputedly the best businessman 
in the group. When Simmons was bargaining 
with agencies to promote the world tour, one 
report had him "accidentally" leaving his date 
book behind in an agency's office, opened to 
pages itemizing (golly, could they possibly have 
been inflated?) bids from other agencies. 

Gene is Kiss, says Peter Criss. He's the prime 
conceptualist, the first face fans think of. If Kiss 
has inspired more rumors than any other band 
in history, more of them are about him. Was he 
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replaced by a clone when his movie career 
began? (Actually, the clone wrote the songs to 
The Elder.) Is that really a cow's tongue sewn on? 
(It's all Simmons, and he does exercise this 
muscle.) Does he spit real goat's blood? (The 
official story is it's an evil mix of melted butter, 
food coloring, ketchup, eggs, and yogurt.) Did he 
and Ace really make out onstage? (This rumor 
probably started with one of Frehley's tumbles off 
his platforms, perhaps into Simmons' waiting 
arms.) And what's the deal with that hair? 
(Indeed.) He enjoys it when people pay attention. 

So as he sits in the courtyard at the Sunset 
Marquis, it's with a certain expectation, shading 
into impatience. He wants to get things going, he 
says, and show other bands how it should be 
done. Gene's world has little time for mopes. 

"I spoke to Kurt before he died," he says. "I 
was trying to get him to do a Kiss cover for the 
Kiss My Ass tribute record." Simmons goes into 
an imitation of Cobain's joyless voice: " 'Gene, 
it's a real thrill to talk to you.' 

"I was gonna go, uh, you don't sound like it. 
You don't sound like a man who's white, and 
ergo has certain advantages that — let's call 
it what it is. If you're black or Hispanic or 
another minority you could complain, 'I don't get 
treated well....' 

"But a blond white boy. The center. You are 
the popular culture. You 're in a famous rock'n'roll 
band, you have no right to be upset — about any- 
thing. You were molested as a child, you were 
raped by a bear, I don't give a shit. You're now 
the idol of millions. The American Dream really 
does exist, it really paid off: You can call Uncle 
Sam bullshit, call the President a moron, and 
they still give you money and women still want 
to have your babies." 

About this time the waitress arrives, having 
picked up a signal from Simmons. 

Waitress: "Did you want something?" 

Simmons: "I didn't. You're easy on the eye. 
You're good to look at." 

She blushes and throws him a puzzling smile. 

"Thank God I am in a band." he continues. 
"Because I am the ugliest guy on the face of the 
planet, but my goodness, do I get a lot of puss." 
He's saying this after the waitress has left. 

"There are some fringe benefits to being in a 
band. You get paid awfully well. Your ego gets 



satisfied all the time. You 
get good seats at restau- 
rants. You can buy whatever 
you want. 

"But mostly, the ugliest 
sons of bitches in the world, 
who happen to be in bands, 
get laid all the time. And you 
don't have to be a hound." 

On cue, the waitress ar- 
rives again. 

Simmons: "When does 
the floor show start?" 
Waitress: "Whaf?" 
Simmons is richly self- 
possessed and extremely 
intelligent, throwing off in- 
formed asides on the Chil- 
dren's Crusade or German 
silent-movie actors two at a time. He'll eventu- 
ally get back to answering my question of 20 
minutes ago; right now he's picking up on 
something he just said. 

"I've never been high in my life, except in a 
dentist's chair. Never been drunk. My room was 
a deal room in college! My roommate was a 
dealer, and I didn't have a clue what was going 
on. I was too busy hunting puss. I get that" 

When called a confirmed bachelor, Simmons 
demurs. Try "free spirit": he gets that. He lives 
with the woman he's had two children with. He's 
just not ready for marriage. 

"I have two kids, they're the most important 
thing to me. I really care about their mom, we'll 
be together in some way for the rest of our lives. 
That's a lifetime commitment. But I refuse to be 
a cartoon." 

You and Duckman, both. Still, one has to 
admire Simmons's candor on most subjects. He 
truly does not care what anybody else thinks, so 
why not say what he's really thinking? 

Anybody who gets married without a prenup- 
tial agreement, Simmons counsels, should have 
their head examined. "Marriage unfortunately 
starts with the romance and fantasy of 'I love 
you, it'll go on forever.' If it falls apart, it 
becomes a business. I refuse to be in that busi- 
ness. I'm in the Kiss business." 

He may be the president of Kiss, Inc., but he's 
also a member — Simmons has never stopped 
feeling like a kid in a scrappy rock'n'roll band pit- 
ting itself against the world. His secret weapon 
is that he has never fit in. 

Maybe that's why Kiss's music sounds so 
rootless. Give Kiss credit for a heroic degree of 
A) concentration, or B) obliviousness. It was 




1972 when Stanley's and Simmons's first band, 
Wicked Lester, fell apart, and the two rummaged 
around for a new direction. 

Their new band rehearsed on 23rd Street in 
Manhattan. The Chelsea Hotel was practically 
next door; Max's Kansas City, second home to 
Andy Warhol and his coterie, was within walking 
distance. The Mercer Arts Center scene — the 
New York Dolls, Suicide, etc. — was coming to 
life, a whole new language of sleaze and style. 
Kiss were casting for a sound but absolutely 
nothing that was going on around them pene- 
trated the membrane. 

While the Velvet Underground mocked the 
hippie's no-cost utopianism, and the Dolls 
speared their high-mindedness with every frou- 
frou and garbage-can beat, Kiss never even 
noticed; they acted as if neither hipsters nor hip- 
pies even existed. Their music wasn't a "reac- 
tion" to a counterculture that was coming to an 
end. It was an end unto itself. What do you think 
about the environment, an interviewer once 
asked Paul Stanley. "Fuck the environment, 
man. We are the environment" was the answer. 

Besides, who needed Andy Warhol when you 
had Neil Bogart? Born a Brooklyn kid surnamed 
Bogatz, he was a Catskills singer, then a record 
promoter, then divine architect of bubblegum 
music, and ended up mapping out disco. He and 
Kiss had to find each other. It was Bogart who 
hired Amaze-O the magician to teach Simmons 
how to breathe fire, his idea to release four solo 
albums simultaneously in 1978. Bogart spon- 
sored a Kissing contest early on, and when the 
band appeared at an Illinois shopping mall to 
award the winning couple, he threw dollars from 
above so that the crowd would form around the 
band. The winners appeared with Kiss on the 
daytime Mike Douglas Show. Sitting next to 
comic Totie Fields, Simmons went into his l-am- 
devil-spawn shtick. Finally, Fields had seen 
enough. You can't fool me, she said. "You're 
probably some nice Jewish kid from Long Island." 

Fields wasn't that far off. Simmons's mother 
was a Holocaust survivor who raised her only 
child in Haifa, Israel. When 9-year-old Gene got 
off the plane in New York in 1958, he saw a bill- 
board with a picture of Santa Claus puffing on 
a cigarette. Gene thought to himself: Why is 
that rabbi smoking? An outsider from halfway 
around the world, Simmons had barely seen tele- 
vision, wasn't used to paved roads or refrigera- 
tors. Unable to speak English, he was taunted by 
his classmates. 

It was one summer day, when the Israeli kid 
named Gene Klein wandered out to play with the 
big boys, that Kiss was truly born. 

"Ha-low" was about all he could say in English, 
as he approached a circle of neighborhood kids 
playing marbles. "Ha-low," he said. 

"What are you, stupid?" the kids laughed, 
mocking the way he talked. The circle of boys 
enjoyed themselves, but Klein stuck around. 
And when they finally let him play — the Queens 
way, shooting from your knees with one hand, 
not the standing up two-handed shot he'd learned 
in Israel — they quickly stopped laughing. He 
walked away after taking every kid's marbles, 
so many of them in his pockets that he was 
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trailing marbles all the way home. 

Gene Simmons put those mar- 
bles in a Dutch Masters cigar box. 
He has kept them to this day, as a 
reminder to himself. Not only will 
he speak your language better 
than you, he will teach it to your 
children. "It reminds me that if any- 
body makes fun of you, punish 
them — all the way." 

Simmons has an attitude to the 
dominant culture common among 
many an immigrant. He's an ab- 
solute assimilationist — eager to 
have the natives love him, willing 
to play their game better than they 
do. He even ended up teaching 
their kids English — before Kiss, he 
was an instructor at PS 75, where 
he got into trouble making Spider- 
man required reading. 

But like a lot of immigrants who 
come with little and make it big, he 
has a narrow understanding of what 
others might need to be happy. He 
sounds like the uncle that tells you 
being an artist isn't practical. What 
seems most old school about Sim- 
mons (and Stanley, formerly Stan- 
ley Eisen) ultimately isn't the power 
chords or macho talk. It's how little 
they understand what Kurt Cobain 
was feeling, or what Scott Weiland 
is going through now. 

But I wonder if there's something 
more than a bootstrap ethic here. 
Perhaps there's also a survivor's 
defense mechanism, relayed to him 
by his mother. His reaction to the 
critics, to drugs, to whatever gets in 
his way, is very simple: You are not 
going to kill me. "Gloria Gaynor for- 
give me," he jokes, "I will survive." 

I should have left it at that. When I 
ask Simmons if there's a Jewish 
sensibility at work in Kiss, I'm think- 
ing of Neil Bogatz crooning his heart 
out at Grossinger's, or the early 
satire of MAD Magazine. Simmons, 
naturally, has his own agenda. 

"If the gentiles of the world are 
willing to worship a Jew, I want 
them to worship me, too. I figure, 
what the fuck does Christ have that 
I don't have? I'm much better look- 
ing, and I won't keep changing my 
mind — first he dies, then he comes 
back, then he goes away again. It's 
a perfect Jewish scenario." 

Things had a way of happening 

to Kiss, strange things that added 
to their myth as they clarified the 
band's meaning. Like the time in 
1983 when an Argentine radical 
faction vowed to blow them up if 
they set one platformed boot in the 
country. That made it official: The 
band had become a symbol of 



American power more perfect than 
any U.S. president. Though the 
threat must, have scared them 
(they skipped Argentina that tour), 
it must have flattered them, too. 

Or like the time in the late '70s 
when a gang of Japanese girls 
wearing Nazi uniforms chased 
them through a Tokyo department 
store — fans everywhere joined the 
Kiss Army, but maybe these girls 
were taking it a little too far. Or the 
time Paul Lynde censored Gene's 
tongue on Lynde 's 1976 Halloween 
special. Possibly the band should 
have more to show for their 22 
years in the studio than an invalu- 
able greatest-hits album, but they 
accomplished something far more 
world-historic outside the studio: 
They changed the nature of stardom. 

Tribute was everywhere, all pub- 
licity truly good. Religious pamphlets 
condemned them anonymously on 
street comers; a gritty gay-pom tape 
titled Performance featured a studly 
stud made up to look like Simmons. 
Kiss were living a new kind of life, 
not quite Vegas (they were too 
funny for Vegas; they enjoyed life 
too much) and not quite rock'n'roll. 
They recorded a handful of great 
songs — "Deuce," "Rock and Roll 
All Nite," "Black Diamond," "Shout 
It Out Loud" — and far more that are 
dumb as rubber doughnuts. But 
who needs rock critics when Paul 
Lynde is offering some twisted, yet 
ultimate, kind of respect? 

Most of all, Kiss recast what it 
meant to rock. A Kiss fan clarified 
this to me by distinguishing be- 
tween his favorite group and the 
best group. Kiss became a lot of 
people's favorites not because 
Paul was the best singer, but 
because everything — the costumes, 
the cherry bombs ringing in your 
ear, the Kiss model-Chevy van — 
the whole damned package rocked. 

In Kiss's music there are no 
place names, no real people, 
dates, or events to confuse with 
your own life. The Chevy was your 
lunar module, and you checked 
your own life at the Coliseum door. 
Rock became another world. 
It ceased being a release, and 
became a perfect escape. 

It also created an undying 
legion of fans for whom this sum- 
mer tour proves Kiss's superpow- 
ers. You can see it in the eyes of 
Jonathan Fenno, huge, staring 
gray circles, as he plays the Bal- 
ly's Kiss pinball machine. He's 
guiding a ball through a gate 
with Simmons's face painted on; 
when the game ends, the machine 



plays a tinny version of "Shout It 
Out Loud" and Fenno blinks. 

It's hard to imagine a fan more 
passionate than Fenno. He knows 
details of Kiss's 1977 Japanese 
tour better than the band. In 1978 
he traded Princess Leia, Ben 
Kenobe, and Luke Sky walker action 
figures for Gene's solo record, and 
with that his future was clear. 

Fenno lays back on his bed in 
his San Francisco apartment, his 
feet up on the pinball machine, sur- 
rounded by Kiss memorabilia. On a 
counter sit a stack of fanzines Sim- 
mons published as a teenager; 
nearby is a Peter Criss vest from 
the Love Gun tour and Paul Stan- 
ley's "Firehouse" hat. He's got gui- 
tar picks from every single Kiss 
tour, and above him loom giant 
promotional ads for the solo al- 
bums. Several times he reminds 
me that Criss calls him "kid." 

Fenno can't imagine a global 
catastrophe that would keep him 
from attending the Detroit show. 
"I'll be sitting on the sixth row with 
Depends on," he exclaims. "I'm 
going to have an oxygen mask and 
I'm going to have an IV in my arm 
just to keep me alive, because oth- 
erwise 111 die!" 

As he talks, a few more reason- 
able looking people come up the 
stairs and join the conversation. 
They, too, are Kiss fanatics, two of 
them musicians in Destroyer, Fen- 
no's Kiss tribute band. Fenno plays 
the part of Ace. The task of being 
Destroyer's Gene falls to 21-year-old 
Erik James. Never, ever does James 
ask, "What's my motivation?" 

"The thing that makes me feel 
like Gene is the looks on people's 
faces after I spit blood," says 
James. "I see them amazed and 
sometimes disgusted." 

"One time when Erik was spit- 
ting blood, me and Jonathan were 
at the side of the stage watching 
him," says the man whose auto- 
graph reads "John Stockwell (Paul 
Stanley from Destroyer)." "It looked 
so authentic," Stockwell says, 
"we both started crying." 

"When you talk to people who 
aren't fans," says Penny Magalong, 
"they look at you like you're a total 
freak. I don't think anyone else 
can understand. It's almost like a 
marriage." Her husband, another 
fan, nods in agreement. These 
aren't the lovable brain-fried teens 
of Dazed and Confused; Magalong 
is 29, and works for a Bay Area 
health-care provider. They ad- 
mire a band that has stuck it out 
continued on page 112 
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Is there life after "Loser?" 
-nc weisbard explores 
trie artistic ups and , 
commercial downs of 
the boy wonder known 

aS Photographs by Chris Buck. 

Here's Beck explaining Gabor Szabo, the eccentric whose 
records feature Bernard "Pretty" Purdie, a drummer 
sampled on his new album Odelay. "He's a freaky jazz- 
guitar guy from the '60s. Kind of corny psychedelic. Like 
there's one album called Jazz Raga. Basically, he cut a 
record, then the next day he was in a shop and he bought 
a sitar. So he got all excited and just went and played 
sitar over everything. And he didn't know how to play the 
sitar. The song starts out, doo-doo-doo-diddle kind 
of jazzy guitar stuff, but then all of a sudden the sitar goes 
wah wah\ It just sounds so fucked-up and good." 

Now here's Mike Simpson, who along with fellow Dust 
Brother John King produced Ode/ay, explaining Beck. 
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"You toss an idea his way, and instead of imme- 
diately rejecting it, he'll turn it into something 
fantastic. He looked in the Recycler one day, saw a 
guy in Santa Monica was selling Indian instru- 
ments. Two hours later he came back with a sitar 
and tamboura. He said, 'The guy tuned it up for 
me and taught me how. Let's record something.'" 

It's almost too easy for him. At this point in 
Beck's life, the world wags its tail and assem- 
bles twisted little Day-Glo hallucinations on his 
behalf. Our first meet is at Sansui, in Los Feliz, 
Los Angeles, Beck's neighborhood. Beck, ever 
the improviser, turned a blown lunch ren- 
dezvous into an opportunity to pick up his 1969 
Chevy from the shop, then suggested Sansui 
after the original, not at all Beck-ish, lunch spot 
proved to be on 3 P.M. siesta. Whereas Sansui, a 
Japanese restaurant where the owner makes 
available a free 16-page photocopy encapsulat- 
ing his philosophy of health, is practically a fold 
in the man's overflowing garment. 

Beck points out a section about a Sansui 
employee whose poor diet has rendered his shit 
exceptionally rank. He laughs in short barks that 
are gone by the time you notice he's even 
laughed at all. His famously agape eyes do have 
a way of lingering, but he's not too spooky about 
it. He is calm, though — "oh yeah," he'll say, 
when someone is pushing a professional obliga- 
tion at him and he needs to escape; "oh yeah," 
he'll say when something has him excited, and 
there's a very clear difference so long as you've 
slowed down to his tempo (it's a little like read- 
ing Gertrude Stein). The first time I saw him he 
was wearing a brown UPS shirt, green pants, 
and sorely scuffed black work shoes. The sec- 
ond time I saw him he was wearing a long- 
sleeve shirt with patterns, the same black 
shoes, and I don't remember what pants. I do 
remember what he was doing, though — jumping 
on a trampoline in a photographer's studio, to 
accommodate the photographer's request. Beck 
tries to accommodate everyone. But jumping 
just didn't work. Beck's hair flew up a little, and 
then he wasn't Beck. Everyone could see it. 

Odelay is everything in the universe without 
ever being anything other than Beck. More am- 
bitious than his only other real album, Mellow 
Gold (the profusion of other 1994 releases he ex- 
plains as old projects indies finally put on the 
market), it glides on near-consistent hip-hop beats 
and stutters through a cartoon segment's worth 
of styles, samples, and cutup cameos. Each track 
is its own installation piece. As Beck puts it, "I 
wanted to make songs somebody could enter. A 
scenario exists and you kind of go in and create 
your own story within it." Less pointed and goofy 
than on Mellow Gold, the lyrics here are like 
mood brush strokes: "Let the dead beats pound 
all around"; "The wind that is blowing is blowing 
like a smoke machine." A Beatles beat gets an 
acid-jazz update; gamelan chimes reinforce a 
fagged-out goodbye. In slow moments during the 
long recording process, says Simpson, the Dust 
Brothers would sometimes reach into their rec- 
ord collection and throw Beck a curveball. Mike 
Millius, the early-'70s folkie with the miserable 
voice? Cool: Beck took a deep drag, rewrote, and 
"Lord Only Knows" was born in Millius's image. 
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You wonder who this 26-year-old is, to absorb 
so much and spit it out with his signature attached. 
And it's a puzzle. He can be insanely boyish, the 
idiot savant — sitting in a Silver Lake dog park, 
he seems all too preoccupied by the bug crawl- 
ing up his arm: "Weird. It's like a white snow- 
flake fly." As that last phrase suggests, his ability 
to turn a phrase is ace, lending substance to the 
claim that many of his lyrics are dashed off on 
the spot. About a backstage Passover that Beck, 
drummer Joey Waronker, and their "rock'n'roll 
rabbi" tour manager once held: "We threw the 



most effortless personality, informed music 
enthusiast, emerges as he breaks down some 
loves for me. 

To Beck, early hip-hop is folk music in the 
tradition he's followed since he was a 14-year- 
old hanging out with 78-rpm collectors; it also 
reminds him of listening to black gospel radio, 
"not really for the religious content, just the 
way the preacher would sermonize the rhythm. 
And the building up of the preaching. I hear 
that in Chuck D or Ice Cube." After singing me 
a verse or two of "Down Low," he swears he 




shank bone in the mosh pit." On shuttling as a 
child between life with a scene-hopping mom in 
Los Angeles and grandparents in Kansas: 
"I'd sample." Summing up his summer with 
Lollapalooza '95: "This extended barbecue." 
As for genius vibes, I did detect a pint-sized echo 
of Neil Young: same sideburns and baseball 
caps, classic American cars, same stoner 
cadence and delight at confounding a listener's 
musical expectations. 

Much as with Young, stories mythically 
cohere around Beck, and I prefer to believe 
them all. He told me that before moving to his 
current place, he lived in Echo Park for a year 
and never got a good night's sleep; the week he 
moved out he learned that his house looked 
onto the spot where the Hillside Strangler 
dumped his victims. He claimed that while mix- 
ing Odelay, his studio was right in between two 
others, one holding Black Sabbath, the other the 
Muppets ("I was sort of in the middle of the 
sandwich"), and that he and the Dust Brothers 
tapped into both studios, then smuggled the 
results onto the album: "It's on a subliminal 
level." And he reported asking Hype Williams, 
the video director best known for R. Kelly's 
"Down Low" and LL Cool J's "Hey Lover," to do 
a story treatment for Odelay's first single, the 
"two turntables and a microphone" juke-joint 
fantasy "Where It's At." 

"It's sort of along the lines of what he does," 
says Beck. "All of the sexy people in a party 
kind of atmosphere. But this would be happen- 
ing in an Amish village. The Amish people 
would be participating in the party-people 
scene. And somehow the Fritz the Cat cartoon 
would be involved." 

In fact, Hype Williams was asked to do 
the treatment, though not hired, and Beck's love 
for R. Kelly is as sincere as his affection for 
those punk "terrorists" (Beck's highest compli- 
ment) the Frogs, who are sampled on Odelay. 
Late one night up in my hotel room overlooking 
the Sunset Strip and the local House of Blues — 
"I'm going to have to take a broom to that 
place," Beck keeps muttering — the performer's 



recorded a slow jam for Odelay that's in the 
can somewhere. 

"It's fascinating to me, these guys singing 
R&B very sweet, smooth groove, but they're 
singing about how they want to get some girl's 
panties off and do them real good. Very explicit, 
but very sensitive at the same time. It's a really 
weird juxtaposition." 

I'm not proud to admit it, but at this point in 
the interview I raise the authenticity question: 
Does Beck ever feel a little goofy, fronting like a 
rapper? There isn't even an embarrassed pause — 
Beck stops to choke on a peppercorn, but hey, 
he's fragile. "I don't think it really comes off that 
way, does it?" I acknowledge that the whole 
thing is a bit like Woody Allen trying to pass for 
Humphrey Bogart. Beck is in a long tradition of 
Jews — the original Hollywood studio owners, Al 
Jolson singing "Mammy" in blackface, Isaac Asi- 
mov's civilized science fiction, Allen Ginsberg's 
Beat melange, Woody's pop-culture comedies, 
Bob Dylan's folk-rock Americana — who invented 
nurturing fantasy universes as a way of escap- 
ing the alienation of being a stranger in a 
strange land. The closest comparison is the 
Beastie Boys, of course, but their love of rocking 
out and namechecking their coolness is pretty 
different from Beck, who lets rivers run through 
him. There. We let the matter drop. 

Anyway, it's the labels that have been im- 
posed on Beck — slacker spokesman; one-hit 
wonder; "Mr. Wacky," as the man himself sums it 
up — that have proved a problem, not any he's 
claimed for himself. As "Loser" became a Top 10 
smash, followed by Mellow Gold, a Becklash ig- 
nited that would ultimately stall sales of the 
album at just under a million. Beck doesn't deny 
he was hurt: "How can you not be?" His love of 
language unfortunately means he still remem- 
bers the really good gibes. "We were playing a 
show, and in the newspaper it said: There are 
only two words for Beck: Tommy Tutone.' " Re- 
calling a Lollapalooza tour where he played early 
in the day, in crushing heat, before indifferent 
crowds, he says politely that "it was a neutral 
experience." The Odelay phrase "Rock the 
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Catskills" speaks succinctly to how he felt trying to wow mainstream fans. 

From late 1994 and all through the following year, Beck dealt with a 
series of deaths, beginning with that of Jac Zinder, the L.A. club promoter 
and music critic who'd been the first to write about him. A friend's mom 
was hit by a car. Other friends died of AIDS. "My old pedal steel player 
Leo, we opened for Johnny Cash and it was his last show. He died about 
two weeks later." Beck hadn't realized Leo was battling cancer. "I 
called him up to do the show and he said, 'I can't play pedal steel, I'm 



amphitheater of toilet paper — and peo- 
ple walking around with toy guns. It was 
all choreographed, but there was a cer- 
tain element of chance, and the two 
who were getting married were tied up 
and they had to saw a chair in half. I 
remember being so overwhelmed with 
this spirit of I don't know what. Some 
other force overtaking me." 

It's typical of Beck's mellow gold fiber 
that his sadness finally gave Odelay the 
glow it needed. "I think more than any- 
thing it made me want to make music 
that was more celebratory." Several of 
the earlier songs Beck and the Dust 
Brothers had painstakingly labored 
over — like "Hotwax" and "High 5 (Rock 
the Catskills)" — had the potential to be 
| raw noise bellows. Beck still speaks 
fondly of a "freak-out" called "Inferno" — 
"just eight minutes of chaos. It's sort of 
! a testament to taking it all the way." 
(Other odd tracks, like a collaboration 
with the Jon Spencer Blues Explosion 
called "Diskobox" and an exotic remix 
of "Where It's At" by the Mo'Wax elec- 
tronica artist U.N.K.L.E., will leak out 
in the months ahead.) But the concept 
of responding to adversity with a tor- 
tured statement struck Beck as cliched. 
He went back into the studio after 
Lollapalooza and quickly reeled off sev- 
eral bouncy melodies like "Devil's Hair- 
cut" and "Sissyneck" that completed 
the album. 

How the world will respond at this 
point is anybody's guess. Modern-rock 
radio has grown more conservative in 
the two years since "Loser." Where Ro- 
land West, music director for longtime 
San Francisco alterna-bastion Live 105, 
says his station played Beck songs other than the hit and eagerly awaits new 
material, Bill Gamble, program director of Chicago's more formatted Q101, 
isn t shy to admit he expects his listeners find Beck weird." (Beck wouldn't 
find this an insult, but that's not the point.) Better to run with Metallica. 

Beck's not visibly shaking with worry. He notes that this year's cycle of 
events seems to involve weddings and births, not deaths; whether his own 
relationship with his live-in girlfriend will join the former list remains to be 
seen. After putting a new band together, he's planning what will practically 



getting this operation and I can't really play it, but I can play lap steel.' So 
he played that." 

Last fall saw the passing of Beck's grandfather Al Hansen, a perfor- 
mance artist who was part of the 1960s school of pop-art experimentalism 
known as Fluxus. Beck remembers his grandfather as an early inspiration. 
"He'd ask if he could have one of my toys and then he would dismantle it 
and set it on fire and cover it with cigarette butts and spray paint it silver or 
something. Just taking these mundane things and turning them into some 
other monstrosity." At the memorial service, Beck performed several 
songs — the "fare thee well" end-of-the-night numbers, like "Lord Only 
Knows" and "Ramshackle," that give Odelay its heart — and watched a per- 
formance given in his grandfather's honor. 

"It involved a gay wedding, a projection of 16-millimeter film, the throw- 
ing of toilet paper around — it created a sort of toilet-paper tent, a mini- 



be his first significant American tour as a headliner. If the crowd at a pre- 
Lolla one-off he did in Fresno last summer is any indication — "a couple of 
teenybopper kids, some skate guys, some total stoner dreadlock guys, 
some Korean business-looking men, some redneck trucker-looking people, 
some young alternative kids, a couple of hip-hop kids with baggy pants" — 
he'll probably start liking his audience again. 

He even finds a good word for the scrunge competition that threatens to 
keep him off the airwaves. "In 20 years we're going to be digging that. Fifth 
generation style, that'll be the style. I'm really into collecting vinyl. The 
wannabe Dylans that probably never sold more than 200 copies. Or Stones 
rip-offs. At this point they are almost more interesting than the original. 
That might be the case in 20 years. 'Did you hear the group from 1997 who 
were ripping off Silverchair?' " He barks out a laugh and his eyes never 
waver. It's almost too easy for him. • 
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"ChOOSe life. ChOOSe a job. 
ChOOSe a starter home. 
ChOOSe dental insurance, leisure wear 
and matching luggage. 
ChOOSe your future. 
But why would anyone want to do a thing like that?" 
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The Hard Rock Hotel and 

Casino can be found on Par- 
adise Road in Las Vegas. By 
most standards, it's not small 
(17 acres, 340 rooms, and a 
$100 million price tag), but it's 
pretty dinky for this town. The 
Excalibur Casino-Hotel boasts 
4,032 rooms. The MGM Grand 
has 5,000. To the real big-shot 

Vegas hoteliers, a 340-room place is basically a Motel 6. What's more, the 
Hard Rock Casino contains a mere 800 slot machines. A corporate gam- 
bling giant like Harrah's picks casinos bigger than this out of its stool 
every morning. 

So this is a small story for Las Vegas. But it's a big story for the Hard 
Rock Cafe. The new casino complex stands as the first serious aberration 
in a 24-year pattern of marketing mega-success. Like all good franchises, 
the Hard Rock owes its stability to a consistent formula. Until now, it hasn't 
budged from that formula. Wherever they are in the world, Hard Rock Cafes 
deliver music memorabilia on the walls, classic rock in the air, expensive 
hamburgers on the plate, and piles of T-shirts in the company store. In 
return, the customers (about 60 percent of whom are tourists) provide Hard 
Rock America with approximately $115 million a year. 

Peter Morton, founder of the empire and father of this new casino ven- 
ture, has said, "I created the Hard Rock Cafes because I wanted people to 
have a place to go where they could experience the fun of rock'n'roll." 

This is an important statement, although to some of us it might seem a 
little odd. Is rock'n'roll inherently fun? For that matter, is gambling? The real 
connection between rock and gambling is not "fun" but their juicy, shared 
histories of corruption and recklessness. These are two dark American tra- 
ditions — sexy, dirty, painful, shot through with vice. 

So how does a corporation combine these two beautifully tainted cul- 
tures to create a friendly setting, sanitized and harmless enough for any 
suburban consumer? 

First step: Eliminate any irony. 
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I am momentarily paralyzed by what I see when checking in at the Hard 
Rock. Right above the front desk, big, cheerful brass letters spell out, Here 

WE ARE NOW, ENTERTAIN US. 

Underneath, smaller letters note, almost parenthetically, Kurt Cobain. 
"Enjoy your stay!" chirps the desk clerk. "Have fun!" 

The room keys at the Hard Rock Hotel come in a tiny folder that is 

marked All Access, in the manner of a VIP backstage pass. The poker 
chips in the casino are stamped with images of the Red Hot Chili Peppers, 
Jimi Hendrix, Tom Petty, and Bob Seger. The lights in the hallways of the 
Hard Rock Casino are shaded by Zildjian drum cymbals. The elevators are 
lined in black studded faux-leather, so you sort of feel like you're riding up 
and down in Tommy Lee's pants. The T-shirts in the merchandise store are 
displayed on roadie cases. The do-not-disturb signs in the hotel room read 
I hear ya knockin' but ya can't come in. One can even order a cocktail called 
"Da Doo Ron Ron Rum Runner." At the end of their stay, guests are asked 
to report whether the hotel was "bogus" or "awesome." The casino carpets 
are decorated with musical notes and the room drapes have a pretty pat- 
tern of interwoven guitars. 

In the interest of taste, not every rock-theme opportunity has been 
seized. The cocktail waitresses, for instance, are not referred to as 
"groupies" (although they are dressed like them). The pool is not shaped 
like Keith Richards's kidney. Nor is it shaped like a guitar. But 250 of 
the slot machines do have Fender guitar-neck pull handles, and others 
have names like "Better Be Good to Me" and "Take the Money and Run." 






This brings us to a discussion of the really special slot machines. 

There are two types of custom-designed slot machines at the Hard 
Rock Casino. One is the Purple Haze slot machine. The other is the Sex 
Pistols slot machine. The Sex Pistols slot machine, decorated with Union 
Jacks, pictures a snarling Sid Vicious above the line Anarchy in Vegas! 
Below this is an explanation: This machine accepts 1, 5, 10, 20, 50, 100 

DOLLAR BILLS. 

The Purple Haze slot machine pictures Jimi Hendrix on his knees in sup- 
plication, his head thrown back and his arms spread messianically. Spilling 
from his hands are the figures $1, $5, $10, $20, $50, $100. A note adds, 
One Purple Haze symbol doubles winning combination. 

I am examining these machines on a Friday morning when a bus tour 
arrives and unloads its passengers. The passengers, tourists who tell me 
they are from "the greater Denver area," seem mostly to be retired people 
in their 60s and 70s. They proceed to explore the casino in small clusters. 
Their uniform of choice is the jogging suit, and these jogging suits are 
impressive creations, vividly colored and decorated with metallic beads 
and regal gold stitching. The retirees move through the Hard Rock Casino 
like a resplendent flotilla of yachts, their jogging suits billowing in the air 
conditioning like sails. 

A brittle, aging gentleman peels away from his group and sits down at 
the Purple Haze slot machine. He has a $10 roll of quarters, which I watch 
him systematically lose. Bad luck for me. I was hoping he would win, so I 
could make a joke about Hendrix vomiting out the winnings. 

"Do you like Jimi Hendrix?" I ask. 

He says politely, "I'm very sorry, ma'am, but I don't know who that is." 
Then I tell him that I like his jogging suit, which I do. It is imprinted 
with maps. 

"Thank you," he says. "These are flight maps of the American Middle 
West. And I'm proud to wear them." 



Losf in the supermarket: Among the Hard 
Rock Casino's dizzying assemblage of 
memorabilia and merchandise are a display 
case commemorating Kurt Cobain (opposite 
page, bottom left), and the Jimi Hendrix 
Purple Haze slot (above). 



crowd of young rockers, I'm amazed at how 
many people are, well, Mick Jagger's age. 
Or even older. And it's not the hippest cross- 
section of America, either. Most gamblers 
could be described by a term I dislike, but 
which rhymes with "light rash." (One good of 
boy, after winning $400 at the craps table, 
brags to me, "Shake the hand of a man who's buying himself a brand new 
three-wheeler ATV") 

I see many more families than I expected, as well as seniors, and the 
decidedly upper-middle-aged. Trying to make sense of this, I start asking 
people why they like the Hard Rock Casino. Whatever their age or back- 
ground, they have the same answer. 

A 21 -year-old college student from Michigan tells me, "This casino is for 
our generation, you know? For people like me and you, who want some- 
thing really cool." 

A 38-year-old Minnesota landscaper says, "It's good for young people 
like us. You know, for our generation." 

A 47-year-old Nashville sales clerk explains, "I like it because it's tar- 
geted at our generation. You know, the younger crowd." 

A "60-year-old granny" says, "This place is great. All this memora- 
bilia you see around here is for my generation. The younger set. The 
rock'n'roll generation." 

At least the 76-year-old woman I meet in the merchandise shop doesn't 
claim that the Hard Rock Casino represents her generation, too. Instead, 
she says, she is shopping for her 11-year-old granddaughter, who "just 
loves this place." 

"Why?" I ask. 

"Well," the woman answers, "the Hard Rock is really created for her gen- 
eration, after all." 

Just check that out. A generation that includes a sixth-grader at one end 
and a 60-year-old at the other is a mighty 49-year generation. Most people 
wouldn't even call that a generation. Most people would go ahead and call 
that a half-century. You have to salute Hard Rock founder Peter Morton on 
this. He's got a half-century worth of American consumers convinced that 
he's representing them, and that they are all young, all hip, all rockers. That 
is marketing. 



"We are an oasis of cool in Las Vegas," Peter Morton tells me. 

Morton's Hard Rock Casino publications continually promise a Vegas for 
a New Generation — a theme echoed in numerous newspaper articles, like 
one that ran recently in the New York Times headlined "Hard Rock Cafe 
Draws the Young to Las Vegas." 

"We get a real young party crowd in here," a security guard confirms. And 
a boyish bellhop says, "Every day at the Hard Rock is like spring break." 

Well, perhaps like a spring break reunion. 

The staff is certainly young and hip, but, surprisingly often, the clien- 
tele is not. Particularly not during daylight hours. Having been promised a 



Let's take a moment to examine recent Las Vegas history. Vegas 

remains a dirty and permissive town, but it is not nearly so dirty and per- 
missive as it once was. Once, there were no speed limits here, no sales tax, 
no closing time for bars. If you got in trouble with the Mafia, the cops would 
never hear about it. There were no waiting periods for marriages, no regula- 
tions on gambling, no pasties for strippers. This naughtiness went 
unchecked for several decades, until the federal government decided to get 
tough with organized crime in the late 1970s. Key people went to jail, most 
of the Mob left Las Vegas, and the sinfulness was considerably truncated. 
Then came another devastating event: In 1976, gambling was legalized 
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Amid the hearty-partyers at the Hard Rock, 
longtime Vegas dealer Randy (above center) is 
a lone voice of discontent 




in Atlantic City. Vegas was no longer the only game in town. These days, of 
course, there is competition everywhere. Now you can gamble legally in 
northern Connecticut, aboard Midwestern riverboats, and in Biloxi, Missis- 
sippi, among other seductive places. So why should anyone go all the way 
to Nevada anymore? Las Vegas needed a new allure. 

In the last three years, theme casinos have come to the desert. The goal 
was to transform this sinful city into a family-oriented vacation spot. It has 
worked. Nobody could have imagined this happening a generation ago, 
when the fellas who ran Vegas all had the middle name "The." (One local 
taxi driver tells me, "Suddenly, the busiest times of the year out here are 
Christmas, Thanksgiving, and Easter. Can you believe that shit? People 
bring their kids to Vegas for Easter?") 

In fact, Las Vegas has become a lot like Branson, Missouri, with slot 
machines: an expensive tourist destination where real experience has been 
replaced by processed "experience." One of the new theme casinos is 
Treasure Island, which boasts a live pirate-ship battle six times each 
evening in the lagoon out front. The Luxor is a huge copy of the Great Pyra- 
mid with the Sphinx nearby, and the parking attendants dress like Egyptian 
slaves. The MGM Grand is modeled after the Emerald City of Oz. My 
favorite, however, is the Excalibur — a huge, tacky castle, surrounded by a 
fake moat (which is spanned by a moving sidewalk, basically defeating the 
purpose of a moat). As you approach the Excalibur, a recorded voice in a 
half-assed English accent announces, "Hear ye, hear ye! This is King Arthur 
speaking! Prepare to transport yourself back to the days of King Arthur, 
where you can enjoy 100,000 square feet of gaming excitement!" 

There is a general laziness to these theme casinos. For instance, there's 
no landscaping around them, because nobody cares. You have a trillion- 
dollar building set in the middle of a cracked, dirty, unevenly paved park- 
ing lot. Doesn't matter. Everyone's trying to get inside anyhow. Once 
you're inside the Excalibur, the medieval experience really amounts to 
nothing. They stick a fake knight-in-armor by a slot machine here 
and there, to help you feel "transported." Families in swimming suits 
walk around sipping ice-cream drinks out of fake gold chalices. It's like the 
owners are saying, "Here's your stinking castle, folks. Now start gambling." 



The Hard Rock Casino looks lazy, too, at first glance. 
The walls are covered with rock memorabilia, but the 
stuff isn't presented with any sense of order, context, or 
value. Every artist is given the same presentation: Neil 
Young next to Garth Brooks next to Metallica next to 
Elvis. The entrance to the casino is flanked by two huge 
panoramic display cases. On the left are Madonna collectibles. On the right 
are Buddy Holly collectibles. 

There's no attempt at chronology. There's no sense of the artist. Rock- 
star clothing is starched, pressed, and hung on faceless mannequins. Even 
Courtney Love's dress looks clean. All the leather jackets and guitars start 
to look alike, until there's no difference between White Zombie, Bruce 
Springsteen, Billy Idol, and the Cranberries. 

Everything appears completely random, but of course it isn't. There are 
no accidents here. The Hard Rock Casino, like the rest of the new Vegas, is 
the product of marketing science. If there is only one plastic knight-in- 
armor in each bathroom at the Excalibur, it is because market research has 
determined that consumers want only a hint of medieval ambience amid 
modern amenities, not the real deal complete with sputtering torches and 
urine-soaked straw on the floor. 

Similarly, if the Hard Rock has grouped together rock artists and ele- 
ments of rock history that seem to have no connection, it is because Amer- 
ican consumers have done the same. Rock'n'roll is cool. Super-successful, 
million-selling rock'n'roll artists — of all eras, in all styles — are extremely 
cool. The concept doesn't have to be any more specific than that to work. 
The outlaw culture of rock long ago became a highly desirable commodity. 
Obviously, the Hard Rock corporation didn't create this situation. They did, 
however, recognize it, co-opt it, and market it expertly. 

"We have succeeded," Peter Morton says, "by trying to give the people 
something we believe they want." Evidently he is right again: The Hard 
Rock Casino turns away about 300 people seeking rooms every weekend, 
and merchandise sales are ahead of projections by an amazing 75 percent. 

The crowds at the Hard Rock Casino pass the archival displays without 
focusing on them, but I spend a lot of time staring at the collected memora- 
bilia, seeking a reaction in myself. What is this stuff meant to evoke? Why 
was this particular item chosen? But the longer I look, the more I miss the 
point. Rock'n'roll is cool. Nothing more is being said here. Andy Warhol 
once described the Hard Rock Empire as "the Smithsonian of rock'n'roll." 
But with all due respect to Warhol, it's really just a wax museum. 

The following is a selection of items emblazoned with the famous 

Hard Rock emblem that are currently available at the Hard Rock Casino 
merchandise store: 

T-shirts, baby clothes, backpacks, bikinis, golf balls, golf-club covers, 
beer mugs, socks, picture frames, pillowcases, collector s-edition plates, 
dice, mugs, key chains, wallets, hats, leather jackets, denim jackets, wine, 
olive oil, and a mysterious amber fluid in a little tiny vial labeled Hard Rock 
Desert Gold Bath Gel. 

Depressingly, the consumers who seem to buy the most stuff are those 
who already seem completely merchandise-saturated. They're already 
covered with junk, having dressed themselves in advertisements for 
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Planet Hollywood, Nike, Reebok, Coca-Cola, 
Marlboro, Joe Camel, and the collected works 
of Mr. Walt Disney. 

Amid all that product placement, it's a relief to 
see some true individuality in one chubby couple. 
They are wearing white undershirts, upon which 
they've written their own messages in laundry 
pen. I follow the couple through the store, but 
they buy nothing, only increasing my admiration. 

His T-shirt says, The fastest way to a man's 

HEART IS THROUGH HIS FLY. 

Hers says, I'm talking, and I can't shut up. 

After nightfall at the Hard Rock Casino, the 

crowd changes. The population shifts to a 
younger, preppier group of individuals. The uni- 
form goes from jogging suits to khakis. The girls 
wear pretty makeup and prom-night hair. The 
boys wear oxford shirts and baseball caps. 
Some of the freakier folks have goatees. It is a 
very, very white crowd. The blasting music is 
exactly what kids in my high school were listen- 
ing to a decade ago: "Jack and Diane," "Night 
Moves," "Dear Mr. Fantasy." 

One of the pit bosses told me earlier that a 
lot of the nighttime clients are "rich Californi- 
ans," but everyone I talk to seems to be from 
the American Middle West. Chicago and its 
suburbs are particularly well-represented. I 
can't figure out where any of these kids got the 
cash to risk at the blackjack table, so I start 
asking them. In explanation, I am handed a lot 
of business cards. 

In a few hours, I collect business cards from 
sales representatives, accountants, engineers, 
marketing managers, public-relations officers, 
bankers, and brokers. No doctors. One lawyer. 
A few young college students with fake IDs 
confess that they slipped past the security 
guards, but are too nervous to try to get a drink. 
Everyone is having fun. Just ask them. 

I try to interview people, but they can explain 
little except that they are having fun. They tell me 
rock'n'roll is the greatest. They tell me gambling 
is the greatest. The Hard Rock Casino is really 
the greatest. When I ask what makes the place 
great, they tend to pump their fists in the air and 
shout, "Rock'n'roll, man!" 

But the only people I see all weekend who 
actually look like rockers are the SPIN photogra- 
pher, Geoffroy, and his assistant, Pierrot — two 
French guys in leather pants, with skinny hips 
and cigarettes. Pierrot looks particularly authen- 
tic, spending much of the weekend drinking and 
not sleeping and walking around the casino 
unshaven, with messy hair, saying, "This ain't 
rock'n'roll! This eez genocide!" 

The Hard Rock party crowd gives Pierrot a lot of 
raised-eyebrow looks, like, "What* s with that guy?" 
I slowly begin to realize they are afraid of him. 

For example. I am talking to a frat boy on 
spring break from Seton Hall. I ask him why he 
likes the Hard Rock Casino. He gives me the 
arm-pump thing. He says, "This place is wild, 
man! Anything goes here! Totally fucking crazy!" 

I point to Pierrot, and ask, "What do you think 
of that guy?" 

The frat boy frowns. He says, "That guy's 
weird, man." 



"This ain't Vegas," Randy is complaining. 

"This is Disneyland." 

I meet Randy at the Hard Rock Casino on the 
same night I am trying to ask people what they 
like about the place. Randy is a lifelong resident 
of Las Vegas. His father has worked at the 
old New Frontier Inn Casino for 30 years, 
and Randy is himself a craps dealer at a major 
Strip hotel. 

"I couldn't get a job at this place," Randy 
says, gesturing at the Hard Rock gaming tables. 
"Are you kidding me? It's too uptight, too corpo- 
rate, too tight-ass. They do drug tests on all the 
employees, and check police records and IRS 
records. Also, I'm over 30, and they want 
younger, more innocent people dealing here. 
Pisses me off, too, because I taught the floor 
manager here how to deal craps." 

Randy is strictly old-school Vegas. He grew 
up with gangsters' kids and dealers' kids 
and showgirls' kids. Like all the guys in the 
'hood, he thought he would grow up to be a big 
player, too. 

"In the old days," Randy says, "a gambler 
could walk into the Horseshoe Casino and lay 
a half-million down on a single throw of the dice 
and — win or lose — nobody would bat an eye. 
The Horseshoe would 'fade' any bet. Nowadays, 
you've got these corporations running Vegas, 
building these stupid theme-park casinos, 
cutting every corner, so tourists can come 
with their kids. Ask anybody who grew up 
here. Vegas sucks now. It was better when the 
Mob ran things. It was better when the boys 
had it." 

Randy looks around him at the Hard Rock 
crowd with pronounced disdain. "And look at 
this place. A bunch of college kids from Kansas, 
laying down $2 bets. All this fake rock'n'roll bull- 
shit. There's no high rollers here. There's no 
glamour here. These are bozos who show up 
with a shirt and a $20 bill, and they don't change 
either one all week." 

The next night, Randy takes me and the SPIN 
photographers on a tour of old Vegas, or what's 
left of it. We drive around in his late-model Cadil- 
lac, blasting tunes, drinking beer, and listening 
to Randy's stories about the old days, when 
Vegas was still "mobbed up." We drive past the 
Flamingo and the Tropicana, and the original 
glimmering Strip. We drive past all the small, old 
fleabag motels, like the Pollyanna, the Carnival, 
and the Normandie (with its sad neon sign read- 
ing Highly Recommended by Owner). We end up 
at the Horseshoe Casino, where the dealers are 
shrewd old men and the gamblers are even 
shrewder and older. 

Around midnight, I do the only thing a girl can 
do when trying to understand Las Vegas. I call 
Hunter S. Thompson, who fathered gonzo jour- 
nalism back in the 70s with his book Fear and 
Loathing in Las Vegas. 

"Hunter," I say, "I'm at the Horseshoe Casino 
in Vegas." 

"I can't hear you very well," he says. Which is 
mutual. Thompson tends to swallow the last 
three words of every sentence, and the slot 
machines in the Horseshoe are loud. 

continued on page 1 13 
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§verythjngbut the GirJ goes jungle, overcoming near-fatal 
outs witn illness and irrelevance. By Ann Powers. 



Everything but the Girl's Tracey Thorn hears her 
smooth, aching alto everywhere in London 
these days, in pubs, tea shops, and department 
stores from Islington to Piccadilly. "The Voice of 
Thorn," the singer intones, collapsing into 
an explosive giggle that's the most unruly ele- 
ment in a manner otherwise characterized by 
prudence, sarcasm, and clearheaded confi- 
dence. "Even I get a bit sick of the sound of it." 
House magus Todd Terry's remix of 
"Missing," from EBTG's 1994 album 
Amplified Heart, became a left-field 
club-to-charts phenomenon that 
burned its way across Europe before 
reaching No. 2 in America in early 
1996; the cut revitalized the 14-year- 
old career of Thorn and her compan- 
ion in music and life, Ben Watt. 

The new Walking Wounded, a gor- 
geous study in emotional unrest, fur- 
ther plunges Thorn and Watt into 
contemporary dance music, espe- 
cially the speedball beats of the jun- 
gle variant drum'n'bass. Starting out 
with rhythm tracks — a few molded by 
club avant-gardists Spring Heel Jack 
and Howie B — EBTG created songs 
whose meanings often shift midway, 
that can be like dreams. Words turn 
back upon themselves, emotions 
upend the way a breakbeat can re- 
verse directions in the middle. 

"Drum'n'bass reminded me of 
things like bossa nova and bebop, 
which I've always loved," says Watt, 
who projects the intense, idea-addled 
air of a young philosopher as he 
sits with Thorn in Club Paradise, 
where they often come to hear "real 
blunted, tripped-out" grooves. "With 
drum'n'bass you speed up a bit from 
techno, and when you get that fast you 
can feel the half-time rhythm," Thorn 
adds. "Your head doesn't want to 
keep going dum-dum-dum-dum" — she 
demonstrates with a few short bangs — "so you 
start going dummm...dummm...dummm. Then you 
get that trippy vibe underneath, and that's where 
it suited us. I could sing quite slowly, really languid, 
and the rhythm track is doing all the fancy stuff." 

Walking Wounded completes EBTG's trans- 
formation from marginal pop artisans to players 
in a sonic revolution. The duo's 1982 debut had 
established it as a small treasure of the new 
wave, specializing in a blend of hot and cool: easy, 



acoustic-based songs detailing complications 
of the heart. By the early '90s, though, Watt 
and Thorn had backed themselves into a lite- 
jazz corner. "We were getting played on the 
radio alongside Kenny G!" Watt sneers. This 
artistic low was followed by personal disaster — 
Watt contracted the rare autoimmune disorder 
Churg-Strauss Syndrome and wound up in in- 
tensive care, where he endured the removal of 80 




percent of his intestines and the loss of SO pounds. 

EBTG's post-illness songs capture the quiet 
chaos that marks today's best dance-influenced 
pop. From the AIDS-haunted sounds of the 
gay house-music clubs to the post-colonial 
tragic-mulatto beats of Tricky, dance music is 
making room for those difficult emotions beyond 
disco's party and rock's adrenaline drive. A 
collaboration with Massive Attack led EBTG 
toward further dance-based experimentation, and 



the "Missing" remix gave the pair a new audience. 

"Missing" had great impact as a lyric in gay 
clubs," says Thorn. "It even has the word 'death' 
in it." "The video was made only months after I 
was ill," Watt remembers, "and it was the first 
time I'd taken my shirt off. I was amazed by my 
physique, almost in a perverse exhibitionist way. 
We had to edit big chunks of it. I do look really 
ravaged by illness." 

Watt attributes EBTG's success 
to "a post-rock phase in pop music. 
The year we first surfaced was a 
post-punk rock phase. Now we're 
post-Seattle. Non-rock music is be- 
coming part of the mainstream. We've 
never been a rock band. We draw 
our influences from jazz and R&B, 
and now a new strand is club culture. 
All these groups — Massive Attack, 
Tricky, Bjork, L.T.J Bukem — they're 
non-rock groups making interesting 
music in a kind of post-rock vacuum." 

EBTG's record-release party later 

that night is like a free fall into that vast 
space. The two DJ booths at London's 
Complex contain a handful of the 
moment's most important sound styl- 
ists: the Massive boys, Nick Warren 
of Way Out West, Ultramarine, Spring 
Heel Jack's John Coxon, and Howie B, 
who's returned in a daze from re- 
cording sessions with U2. Watt spent 
an hour behind the decks earlier, 
mixing old influences Van Morrison 
and Tim Buckley over the latest beats. 
This is still a new tropic for him, and he 
can't resist playing on its beaches. 

The crowd grows thick with women 
in rubber and Lycra, and men with that 
unavoidable English pseudo-skinhead 
cut. Thorn looks fashionably herself 
in a halter top and worn blue cords, 
and Watt's almost the only guy with 
longish locks; these two can appreci- 
ate a scene, but they keep their own counsel. 
The sound system booms a new, spontaneous 
mix of Walking Woundects next single, "Wrong." 
Before anyone can tell him to relax, Watt's in the 
booth with Warren; the DJ pulls Thorn's vocal 
upward, into a moment surrounded by silence, 
then pushes a rhythm beneath her refrain like a 
gust of unchartable air. Tracey herself dances 
nearby, laughing, as The Voice of Thorn takes 
the room and makes it its own. • 
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Red-hot R&B impresario Dallas Austin dreams of one alternative 
nation under a groove. Interview bv Charles Aaron. 



After resuscitating Motown's wheezing legend 
with Boyz II Men's debut and kiddie-rappers 
Another Bad Creation, writer/producer Dallas 
Austin developed TLC, got friendly with L.A. 
Reid and Babyface, started his own label 
(Rowdy Records), and rehabbed Madonna's 
street cred on Bedtime Stories. But anyone 
who's heard Joi's visionary 1994 album The 
Pendulum Vibe, which Austin cowrote and 
produced, knows that the 25-year- 
old Atlantan had more on his mind 
than sipping Moet in his artists' 
videos. Currently working with ska- 
punks Fishbone, Austin, echoing 
his hero George Clinton, now wants 
to paint the white house of 
alternative rock black. 

SPIN: Prince is a big Influence 
of yours. In many ways, he's 
the original alternative rocker. 
Dallas Austin: Definitely. When 
Prince came out, he was writing 
every song, playing every instru- 
ment, didn't care what anybody 
thought of what he was saying — all 
this "Ah, motherfucker, she's a 
motherfucker." And it was popular. 
When I heard that, I knew what 
I wanted to be. From the ages of 
ten to 14, I was in bands playing 
Funkadelic and Prince with these 
older guys. Because of them, I also 
admired Run-D.M.C, the Smiths, 
Ministry. I thought everybody 
listened to different kinds of music. 
Later on, of course, people started 
saying to me, "You like that shit? 
That's white music." 
How did you end up doing R&B? 
I kind of lucked into it because that's 
what was happening in Atlanta. I 
was like, "Music is music, I can do 
this." I had my first hit record when I 
was 17 (Joyce "Fenderella" Irby's "Mr. D.J."). But 
commercial music gets so boring after a while. 
Now, I'm trying to avoid some of the rules and 
say, "Why can't I produce the Smashing 
Pumpkins? Why can't I work with Nine Inch 
Nails?" If I've got to make another Boyz II Men 
or TLC or the next R. Kelly just to survive in the 
R&B world, then forget it. So I'm approaching 
real talented black alternative acts and saying, 
"Hey, just like I started with R&B, I'm about to 
start this with alternative rock." 



So why do you think black rock bands have 
been so unsuccessful? 

I think we try too hard to combine rock and funk 
and everything else so that it hits and grooves, 
but you find yourself listening because the guitar 
player is doing all this Hendrix shit or the bass 
player is popping or the singer has this gospel 
voice, and not just for the songs. When you 
listen to Nirvana, or even the Foo Fighters, 
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you're responding to the melodies and emotions, 
not all this complicated musicianship. Kurt Cobain 
was as melodic as the fucking Beatles. I don't 
know too many black rock bands who would 
make a record as simple or straight-up as Bleach. 
What's your vision of a black rock band? 
If we can get a black kid up there in jeans and a 
T-shirt, in his everyday clothes, singing songs 
as catchy as somebody like Radiohead, then we 
can talk. But nobody has the nerve to do that. I 
know a lot of black musicians look at Green Day 



and say, "Shit, man, those fools can't play, they 
only know three chords," and I'm like, "What's 
your point?" Maybe there's something in the way 
that they play those three little chords that we 
should pay attention to. 

Do you think black rock bands will get 
stuck with a "black alternative" tag the 
way certain hip-hoppers got tagged 
"alternative rap?" 

It's like we have no category. Just 
because a hip-hop artist is black, it 
can't be an "alternative" record, it's 
an "alternative rap" record and 
there ain't no "alternative rap" 
section in Tower Records. 
"Alternative" means "for white 
people." 

Unfortunately, yeah, and that shit 
suffocates us. If you call something 
"black alternative," then the black 
person says, "Damn, that must not 
be for me." Or a white person 
doesn't think it's for him because it 
says "black." 

What do you think of this 
summer's so-called "Black 
Lollapalooza" tour? 

I was the biggest Lollapalooza nut 
ever, because it wasn't mainstream. 
It was where everybody hung out 
who wanted to be away from all 
that. Now, it's so straight that this 
[Smokin' Grooves] tour with the 
Fugees and Cypress Hill looks like 
an alternative. For there to be a real 
Black Lollapalooza, you'd have to 
make a statement, you'd need a 
situation where some black act 
could come out and be as fucked- 
up and crazy as Marilyn Manson. It 
would have to be to the core. 
Any groups inspire you recently? 
Alice in Chains is my favorite act of 
life. Bjork, Massive Attack, those 
records are the reason I get up in the morning 
and drive the highways. 

Do groups like that express emotions that 
you dont get out of mainstream R&B? 

Yeah, if it's Layne from Alice in Chains, his feelings 
are, like, "What would my body feel like smeared 
all over this wall." [Laughs] Every single person 
at some point has a fucked-up emotion and, as 
a songwriter, I'm at my strongest when I can tap 
into that fucked-up moment. If you can do that, 
you can be a songwriter for the rest of your life. • 
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Life After Death 

They've seen their friends slaughtered, their 
families shattered.their world ravaged, Yet 
the people of Sarajevo never lost tneir faith in 
peace, and in each other Bob Guccione, Jr, r 
finds a city re-emerging from the darkness of 

an unspeakable war Photographs by Loren Haynes. 
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little-known fact about the war in the Balkans is that the Virgin Mary 
predicted it. In June, 1981, she appeared repeatedly to six children, 
now known as The Visionaries, in the hills of Medjugorje, in then 



Yugoslavia. She told them that Jesus was angry 
with the human race for its lack of love toward one 
another, and that the children should pray for 
peace and spread awareness of the need for more 
prayer in the world. Hundreds of other people 
saw visions, too — it was as if she became a reg- 
ular around the village — but she spoke only to 
the children. When one asked why she had cho- 
sen them to communicate with, she answered: "I do not always choose the 
best!" giving what may be the first ever Divine backhanded compliment. 
She also told the children, "This place will be hell on earth in a few years." 
Ten years to the day of the first vision, the war in the former Yugoslavia 
broke out. 

Three of the Visionaries still receive daily visitations, at precisely 5:40 
P.M., and one, Ivan, communes with her publicly. At the appointed time, he 
stands on a large gazebo-like platform behind the church built in the Vir- 
gin's honor, and stares into the sky, motionless and silent, for about ten 
minutes until he mutters "Ode [She's gone]." Then he tells the Franciscan 
priests what she said and they type it in various languages and stick it on 
the wall at the back of the church. One priest puts it on the Internet. 

Although the Vatican hasn't designated Medjugorje an official Holy Place, 
God seems to have: Despite the fact the village is only 15 miles from the 
Bosnian border, and 20 miles from Mostar, where some of the fiercest fighting 



took place, there wasn't a single casualty in Medjugorje during the war. 

Photographer Loren Haynes and I stopped there on the way to Sarajevo. 
A quiet, serpentine street of souvenir shops and cafes faces the church like 
a patient gallery, harlequined in sun and shadow. The church sits alone on 
an immaculately clean plaza: tall, white facaded, it looks as if it's going to 
fall on you, an illusion of the slightly clouded sky floating overhead. Inside 
it is spotless and bright and the vivid stained-glass windows show the Vir- 
gin, beatific, appearing to the children. 

It was mid-evening and dark by the time we left Medjugorje. We were 
traveling with two Englishmen, Bill and Andy, who comprised the entirety of 
the Bosnia Aid Committee of Oxford (although at the height of the war, Bill 
led a convoy of trucks delivering 20 tons of aid into Bosnia every two days) 
and Feryal Gharahi, an Iranian-born Muslim and U.S. -based lawyer who 
had adopted BACO. We were headed to Bill's house in Pazaric, a village in 
the mountains above Sarajevo, where we would stop for the night. 

Loren and I sat in the back of the heatless van huddled under a blanket, 
frozen by a draft from the rear door which didn't shut properly. Earlier in the 
day through the rear window we saw the receding scenery of a war zone: a 
tank parked at a barren crossroad, soldiers in jeeps, rows of blown-up 
buildings, an old woman in black bent over in her garden, picking at the 
miserly earth like a huge crow. Now everything was black as we dipped 
and climbed and wound our way through the mountains. Occasionally, we'd 
see a car pass in the other direction, the red coals of its taillights shrinking 




Graves in a park in Sarajevo. 
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in the dark. A huge convoy of military 
trucks and tanks groaned and rumbled 
past. At a checkpoint, Serb soldiers 
opened the back of the van and peered 
nervously in at us, but when we showed 
them our NATO press laminates, waved 
us away, bored. 

When we got to the house, Bill's land- 
lord, Haris, and his wife, Ida, lit the 
stove in the dining room and made us 
tea, and Haris brought out a large glass 
jar of distilled alcohol called Loza to 
warm us up. Before the war he had been 
an electrician; during it he laid land 
mines. Now, post-war, he had to go pick 
them up again. Strangely, he was very 
cheery about this work. He told Bill and 
Andy the road to Sarajevo was open 
again, which meant we wouldn't have to 
take the precarious route over Mount 
Igman in the morning, but snipers were 
firing at vehicles as they passed through 
llidza. He announced this breezily. 

His face was creased like the palm of 
a laborer, and he spoke with one hand in 
front of his mouth, as if he were trying to 
keep his face on. He smoked and talked 
incessantly. Intermittently, Andy trans- 
lated a portion of what he was saying. At 
one point, Haris jumped up and, gestur- 
ing to Loren and me, showed us the 
shrapnel hole in the wall by the sink 
where his wife had been standing when 

a shell hit. It must have missed her head by two inches. She chuckled 
delightedly as he retold the story. 

It snowed every day we were in Sarajevo. It would stop and start 

several times, giving us the impression of being in the city longer than the 
five days we were, by punctuating each one of them so distinctly. You'd 
walk through the soft falling snow, enter a place, come out an hour later 
and it would have stopped and the streets would glisten blackly and the 
sidewalks slosh grayly next to the perfect white carpets of the many small 
parks, whose trees had been cut down for firewood during the war. The few 
cars would shoosh through the thin layer of water, or splash through a pud- 
dle collected in a pothole created not by municipal neglect but shelling. The 
sun, in the leaden sky, oscillated between a much brighter and much darker 
gray, lighting and dimming the snowy streets and destroyed buildings 




jaundiced eyes beneath the brow 
of deepening evening. A small 
cafe on the corner of an alley is 
well lit and inside a couple of 
people, not together, read next to 
white china coffee cups. 

There are a few clothing 
stores, with thin, uncomplicated 
window displays: a brown sweater 
on a plastic torso, a few ties and 
belts on the shelf. A woman's 
clothing store boasts, dispas- 
sionately, a couple of unremark- 
able dresses and a blouse. The 
stores are closed most of the 
time. Purchases for household 
goods and food are made at little 
kiosks. There are no restaurants 
on the main street, they are 
tucked into the maze of side 
streets unfolding behind Marsala 
Tita, and they are coming back 
to life, like plants after a thaw. 
There are several cafes, bright 
and loud, invariably playing Eng- 
lish and American pop music of 
the early 70s, for some unfath- 
omable reason. 

NATO soldiers, and their trucks 
and tanks, are positioned every- 
where. They stand patiently by 
their vehicles, at intersections 
and outside major buildings, pro- 
jecting a solid efficiency and understated power. Some have sprigs of flora 
in their helmets, presumably as part of their camouflage uniforms. But it 
looks ridiculous, like the plumage of ceremonial guards, since there's 
almost no foliage left in Sarajevo to blend into. The soldiers are friendly and 
mostly bored. 

We stayed at the Holiday Inn. The entrance has been closed for years — 
it was too exposed to sniper fire — so you come and go through a simple 
door at the back. None of the rooms have windows you can see out of; 
where there was glass is now this opaque, heavy plastic that the U.N. has 
covered most of Bosnia's serviceable orifices with. Many of the rooms 
don't have rooms: You push open the door and behind it is just a bare 
floor and a gaping hole in the far wall, sometimes covered, sometimes not, 
with the ubiquitous plastic. There are no rooms on the eighth floor; they've 
all been blown away. Bullet and shrapnel holes pockmark the walls and 
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There are no rooms on the eighth floor of the hotel; 
they've all been blown away. Bullet and shrapnel holes pockmark 
the walls and doors. The carpets are bloodstained. 
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whose charred facades were braided in thickened snow. You could see 
through their glassless windows into the hills behind, which ring Sarajevo 
like the terracing of a huge stadium. The other, still intact buildings were 
soot-drenched at their bases where they met the mostly broken pavement. 
Their walls were darkened by patches of missing plaster and torn-away 
brick, and flecked with bullet and shrapnel holes like the black spots of an 
unbeatable skin disease. 

A tram, boldly red, rumbled past our hotel and down the middle of 
Marsala Tita, the main street which runs through the city as a bent spine. 
The tram is free and full of people. 

The snow falls in long, fat flakes, further quieting the already quiet city. 
There are people walking over the thin, lumpy pillow of snow. There is no 
bustle anywhere, no rush hour, no rush. In hindsight it's obvious there's 
nothing to rush to, or particularly from. At the building the U.N. made its 
headquarters, the lighted offices a floor above the street gleam dully like 



doors. Curtains have bullet holes that look like cigarettes burns. The car- 
pets are bloodstained. 

The rooms ring the hollow center of the hotel, so that you can peer over 
the hallway railings and look into the cavernous lobby. The hallways are 
dimly lit by intermittent ceiling lights. Green exit signs glow in the receding 
dark at each bend of the corridor. The lobby is unhealed and the two-story- 
high glass wall between it and the street is a patchwork of some remaining 
glass and the sheets of plastic shivering in the wind. The electricity went 
out regularly. 

For its front office, the hotel administration resides glumly in a cage, with 
bulletproof glass from the counter to the ceiling. The hotel is actually a 
renegade. It broke away from the Holiday Inn chain when the war broke out 
and kept the name and, for press and military arriving on assignment from 
around the world, the fraud of legitimacy. 

It is frozen at some mysterious point in time, like a watch stopped at the 
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moment its face is broken. Pictures in the elevator show a glistening swim- 
ming pool, people eating in the patisserie, another elegant, sunny restau- 
rant, and the casino, as if that was the way life was here just yesterday, or, 
more eerily, will resume tomorrow. Unconsciously apocalyptic, the digital 
clock on the wall of the front office is stuck at 9999. 

Alma Catal is 16 years old and has been interviewed dozens 

of times. She is elfin and cherubically radiant. Her hair pulled back accen- 
tuates her round face and, sucking on a straw buried deep in a glass 
of Coca-Cola, she is the only Sarajevan I met who looks younger than 
she is. 

She tells us she's a dancer, saying it with the authority of someone 
declaring her profession. But there's very little employment in recuperating 
Sarajevo, and she doesn't actually mean she's paid to dance. Dance is 
what she does — in clubs, with her friends, indefatigably apparently, to hip- 
hop and techno. It's her identity. It may even be her vocation, but Sarajevo 
is still too fractured to nurture the fragile concept of vocation. 

She loves techno, disdains "alternative," and abhors rock'n'roll, scrunch- 
ing up her face as we name most new bands. She keeps asking me if I 
know the people in certain groups that I didn't even know were groups. 

She was 13 when the war started, and lived on the 15th floor of an apart- 
ment building exposed to Serbian fire. Her bedroom faced the mountains 
held by the Serb Nationalists — "the Chetniks," as she and everyone else in 
Sarajevo refers to them. Mercifully, she and her family were out when the 
anti-tank bullets — the kind that penetrate the armor and explode inside and 
incinerate the crew — struck their apartment and burned it and everything in 
it to ash. In her excellent English, this little girl told us about how her para- 
keet had died in the fire, and how her father had explained (and I imagined 
him doing so tenderly as he stood in the smoldering ruins of their home) 
that the bird would've died from the smoke, not the flames, and therefore 
not in pain. 

Yes, she had had friends who died. "My best friend, this boy, went to 
make a tape for me, to copy a tape I liked, and when he was in the shop, 
a grenade came and killed him and some others in the shop. He was there 
for many hours. Nobody could get him because of snipers. It was terrible. 
I loved him so much, he was my best friend, and he died trying to do me 
a favor." 

Alma is well-known in Sarajevo, because of her dancing and the amount 
of times she's been on television, particularly in or in relation to Bill 
Carter's stunning documentary Miss Sarajevo. Carter spent over two years 
in Sarajevo and, in addition to making this documentary, arranged for the 
famous satellite hookups from the besieged city to U2's Zooropa concerts. 

Carter's film chronicles, with 
emotional rawness, daily life 
and death in Sarajevo during 
the war. In one scene, he has 
to run the gauntlet of sniper 
fire in order to cross a road 
and park, and the jerky footage 
is of the road and approach- 
ing building he's running 
toward, and the audio is his 
breathing and footsteps and 
the pops of rifle fire. The cen- 
terpiece of the movie, but not, 
despite its title, the point, is 
a local beauty pageant that 
crowns Miss Sarajevo 1993. 
The pageant was emblematic 
of the defiance of the Saraje- 
vans to being cowed by the 
siege to stop living. Obvious- 
ly, life couldn't and didn't go 
on as normal, but each trivial 
vestige of normalcy was a 
tiny triumph. At one point in 
the pageant, all the contes- 
tants, in swimsuits, unfurl a 
banner they stretch across the 





During the war, Hans laid 
down mines; now, he 
cheerfully retrieves them. 



stage which says, in English, 
DON'T LET THEM KILL US. The 
women are smiling at the cam- 
era as they hold the banner. 

"The pageant was so ironic 
it had to be in the movie, of 
course, but that's not all the 
movie's about," Bill told me. 
Miss Sarajevo is Alma, he 
said. "It's her irrepressible 
spirit that represents the 
hope of Sarajevo." She fig- 
ures prominently in the film, 
as de facto narrator, a bright, 
animated fairy, surrounded 
by her friends rendered mute 
by the language barrier while 
she explains, in a blended 
tone of innocence and de- 
tachment, the inexpressible 
horror of her world. 

Bill is broad-faced, with 
flashing, intense eyes that 
suddenly fix on you as if he 
has just seen something over 
your head or on the tip of 

your nose. He came to Sarajevo in March, 1 993, 1 1 months after the fight- 
ing began, with an unclear purpose. The war galvanized his sense of pur- 
pose, and the documentary was born. 

Not merely an observer, he helped in any way he could. He was distrib- 
uting boxes of food at a children's center a few days after his arrival when 
he saw his first "instance," as he calls it: He had just handed a box to a six- 
year-old girl who was running back home across the open square with it, 
when a sniper blew her head off. Her headless body lay there for two days. 
No one could get to it because of the snipers. 

"The whole time was a psychological fuck. They would shell for days 
and nights and then stop, for two days, and you'd think maybe it was over, 
and you'd start to come outside and people would walk around. Then 
there'd be one shell in a playground. Eleven kids dead — they knew kids 
couldn't be kept inside. That wasn't an accidental shell. That playground 
was targeted — someone said we're going to kill 1 1 kids today." 

Ten thousand adults and 1,700 children were killed and more than 
50,000 wounded in Sarajevo. Captain Claridge, an English officer in the 
IFOR (NATO's Implementation Force) press office, told me this was the 
first war where civilians were the primary target. She told me about a man 
walking his three-year-old son in a stroller and a sniper shot the child in 
the head, rather than the father. Why? Because there was more horror, 
more residual terror in killing the child in front of his parent. She told me 
about a school of small children that operated every school day of the war, 
with thick drapes over the windows to thwart the snipers, until a rocket 
crashed through the window and killed everyone inside. 

The siege itself was a protracted act of torture. The Serbs could have 
marched into the Bosnian capital, unimpeded, and occupied it in three 
days. But they chose not to; instead, for three and a half years, until NATO 
forced the end of the war, they tormented the Sarajevans like a bored cat 
toying with its captured mouse, trying to drive them collectively mad. Nor 
was the siege airtight: the Bosnian army built a tunnel under the airport 
through which troops, weapons, and black-market goods were shipped 
regularly, and refugees from villages came in and city dwellers left. This, 
too was part of Bosnian Serb president Radovan Karadzic's tactic: He knew 
one of the surest ways to undermine a city is to flood it with refugees. 

Still, I wondered why the Serbs hadn't ultimately just gone in and taken 
the city. When I asked one of the American NATO officers, he shocked 
me with his answer: They didn't want bad PR. How could that remotely be 
an issue, I argued, after all the atrocities the Serbs were known to have 
committed: the mass executions, the concentration and rape camps, and 
the complete obliteration of villages, all in the vile, unforgivable name of 
"ethnic cleansing"? 

The American shrugged. 
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"They figured people'd forget about that. The Olympics were in Sarajevo. 
They knew nobody would ever forget if they took Sarajevo." 

At the outset of the war, the Serbs released their most psychotic crimi- 
nals and mental patients, armed them, put them on the front line, and told 
them to have a good time. The rape camps were one by-product, as were 
the torture and slaughter of unarmed Muslims. 

Bill Carter told me this story: The grandparents of a friend of his lived in 
the Serb-held suburb of Grbavica. Even though they were Muslim, their 
neighbors protected them, but they couldn't leave their apartment because 
the army would take it. So they never went out. Neighbors brought them 
food and water. 

One day a Serb tank pulled right up to the front of the apartment build- 
ing, and there was lots of shouting and banging in the apartment of a 
woman, a teacher, below. The grandparents felt sure the soldiers had come 
to kill them. They hugged, prayed, and waited for the end. The noise went 
on for an hour. Then it stopped and the soldiers got back in their tank and 
drove it away. 

The old couple went downstairs, expecting there'd been a rape. They 
found the woman sitting calmly at her table, completely fine. 

"She used to teach mentally retarded children," Bill concluded. "The tank 
soldiers were her former pupils, and they were all freaked out — they didn't 
know how to operate a tank or what they were doing — and came to see her 
so she could calm them down." 

Vlado Kavajic is a musician, the guitarist and lead singer in a local 

band called Don Guido and the Missionaries. He is 33 — the age Christ was 
when he died, as he keeps hearing. He is trim and healthy-looking, with a 
high forehead, long jet-black hair to his slight shoulders and a Van Dyke 
mustache and goatee. His voice is deep and steady and he has a quick 
sense of humor. When he smiles his face creases with the pleasure. 

He didn't believe there'd be war, even though people kept asking him if 
he was prepared for it. When it came he went into the Bosnian Muslim 
army, even though he is Serbian. He fired a bazooka and estimates that 
he killed dozens of enemy soldiers. He played music right up until joining 
the army. 

"I did see people get killed," he says. "Not exact moment of death, 
because if a big bomb falls at the moment of explosion you can't see much, 
but two seconds later you see the effect. I saw brains in the mud. I saw a 
man with a fountain of blood coming out of his neck, two meters away from 
me." Incredibly, that man lived: Vlado held his hand over the wound, and 
earned him back to the camp. "He got paralyzed, but he can walk now." 

There were times when he was really scared. "I got terrified when I saw 
the death of my friends on the front line. It's not an easy feeling, seeing 
death up close. I understand one thing, it's part of life. It's always there. If 
you come to terms with death, then you're free to live." 

He was wounded only once; a ricocheted bullet hit him in the hand while 
he was playing pool at his base. He showed me the bullet, which he carries 
in his pocket. It is almost whole, just one side is flattened. 

He says that the spirit of the people in Sarajevo during the siege was 
very powerful. "To be exposed to war constantly, every day, every moment 
of your life, to live four years under such conditions, if you don't have a 
strong spirit, strong beliefs, a strong soul, you cannot survive, man. You 
either go crazy, or you die." 

He believes that Sarajevo is stronger because of that four-year nightmare: 
"Although it has been changed, it has been destroyed very much, enor- 
mous amounts of pain and misery happened to people, I think that now 
there is a different type of people, much wiser. A certain, maybe smaller 
circle of people really got wiser and maybe more determined to live." 

He thinks there is a good future for Sarajevans and, like so many of 
them, is forgiving of the aggressors, shrugging off holding a grudge, say- 
ing, "We who were attacked don't want any more war." 

After lunch we went to the Trust Pub, a tiny bar with a pool table in front 




and several tables lining a banquette in the back. The band plays on a 
cramped loft platform. 

He is late for rehearsal but the other band members, Pico the King, the 
bassist, and Attila the Hun, the drummer, are later, so we sit and drink cof- 
fee with Vlado and a few of his friends. I asked him how the war had 
changed his music. "I can really say it's my music now," he answered. 
"Maybe early it wasn't really mine. The songs just come to me now. I make 
songs in a split second, no problem. I guess I became more open and more 
honest to myself also, and to others. 

"There's so much romance in life now, for me. Much more beauty than 
before. You meet very nice women, very charming, and that is good." He 
smiles. "It's sometimes like in the movies, only more realistic." 

Trust, he said, in his voice that starts behind his chest, putting his hand 
on my shoulder, is very important. "And music — and love — are the most 
important things now. If you love, you don't hate. It's that simple." 

Today was Bajram, the celebration of the end of the Muslim month of 
fasting, Ramadan. That night, the curfew was suspended and the bars and 
restaurants that normally turn you away at 10:00 because they must throw 
you out by 10:30 were able to stay open for as long as they wanted. The 
pub was packed till gone midnight, smoky, unbearably hot, pulsating 
with Vlado's bluesy rock and the crowd's dancing, as much as we could 
dance within the shoulder's width space each of us occupied. At one point 
I had to pee. Having been to the tiny toilet earlier, when its single, over- 
worked bowl was already much backed up, plumbing not yet one of the 
restored arts in Sarajevo, and guessing the situation couldn't have 
improved since my last visit, I made my way outside. I didn't realize how 



I 'I did see people get killed," says Vlado Kavajic. | 
"Not exact moment of death, but two seconds later you see I 
the effect. I saw brains in the mud." 1 
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airless the pub was until I felt the sting of fresh air in my lungs. I crossed 
the street to the threadbare park, glistening blue-white in the street lamps 
lining it, and melting into a fathomless dark whose uneven crown was the 
outline of distant mountains. 

I found a tree cloaked in shadow and relieved myself, listening to the 
muted sound of it striking the snow and looking back at the pub, lit like a 
lantern in the middle of a black, formless row of dead buildings. People 
milled in front, or walked by, a procession of unhurried shadows. Someone, 
50 feet away, hailed a taxi coming down the hill by the side of the park. The 
taxi pulled onto Marsala Tita and stopped, waiting patiently under the moon 
of a streetlamp, while its fares walked toward it. 

I finished and came back down the slope, 
and waited at the curb as a couple of cars 
approached and passed, riding on the slush 
as if it were rails. The cold was biting and I 
was shivering now. In the club, I was sucked 
back into the heat and the stench of smoke 
and sweat. 

After the pub closed, and its occupants 
spilled into the street, we went club-hopping. 
First we went to Cinema, Sarajevo's upscale 
club, although all it is is a converted apart- 
ment that leads out to a large patio. It was lit- 
erally too packed to move: You entered, went 
with the stream of people who had just 
entered before you, and were pushed from 
behind by the people entering after you. We 
did, as best I remember, a circuit of the two 
rooms and patio, and were carried back 
around to the front where, like silt, we were 
deposited against a wall, and stayed, happily, 
for about an hour. 

We had swelled to a group of eight people, 
stuck to Vlado by his centrifugal force. We 
went from Cinema to a jazz club, where we 
drank until it closed at 2:00. 

A Scotsman named Jim had joined us. He 
suggested we go to a speakeasy he knew in 
the hills. Even drunk I thought to myself hills 
will require a car, but while I was still logging 

this gem of logic in my mental vaults, Jim was procuring a U.N. van, and 
we were clambering into it from all sides. I was in the back, squeezed up 
against the door which I was fairly sure had been closed with less defi- 
niteness than I would have liked. Jim was driving, which is to say he was 
in the seat normally reserved for conscious, if not always sober, people 
who operate the vehicle — his version of which was to exhort it, in growls, 
including some ancient incantations about someone's mother, perhaps 
his own, to climb the hill. Optionally, he tried steering, mostly to disap- 
pointing results. His discovery of the four-wheel-drive shift — there were, 
after all, two similar-looking sticks to choose from — was a great evolu- 
tionary step forward for our journey. As we skated sideways and back- 
ward actually more than forwards, I weakly inquired if this was in fact 
Jim's U.N. van or the U.N.'s U.N. van, simply asking because it did seem 
he was on less than totally familiar terms with it and it had been a suspi- 
cious coincidence that this was the first vehicle we came across, as I 
recall. No one answered. Everybody was very happy (except me). 
Wedged into the corner of this van that still hadn't abandoned its instinct 
to roll backward down the ice-glassy hill, I considered the growing likeli- 
hood that I had come all the way to Sarajevo just to die in the back of a 
stolen U.N. van, another drunk-driving victim. 

Suddenly we stopped. Of our own volition. We had found the speak- 
easy! We emptied out of the van, our feet landing on crunchy, moonlit 
snow, trying to balance, gather ourselves and walk the ten feet or so to 




the front door, where, in a semicircle, grinning that half smile between 
looking foolish and attempting the look of all-knowing sophistication, we 
played the getting-in charade. We knock on their door at nearly three in 
the morning, and they pretend they don't know what we're talking about, 
as if otherwise it was perfectly fine to randomly call at their home in the 
middle of the night (when in fact, if you think about it, Sarajevo is exactly 
the last place in the world you want to go knocking on people's doors at 
three in the morning if they don't know you). Eventually, after a couple 
more exchanges in Serbo-Croat — presumably along the lines of "You sure 
you don't have a speakeasy in there?" — we were admitted. We walked 
through a couple of rooms with people 
sitting on couches, talking quietly, into the 
kitchen where some very serious and equally 
drunk soldiers were sitting at a linoleum 
table, their rifles against the wall, and were 
taken into a neat living room, where we sat 
on couches and in armchairs, in the sort of 
orderly way you would if you were visiting 
your grandmother. We bought wine by the 
bottle, whiskeys by the glass, and two large 
bottles of mineral water. Jim made melo- 
dramatic toasts in his broad Scottish 
brogue that sounded like he was talking 
and drinking simultaneously, about friends 
who couldn't be with us, and each time he 
and Vlado clinked glasses forcefully. 

"De ye remember Dragan?" Jim asked 
Vlado at one point. 
"Yes." 

"He jest p'id his speedin' ticket the other 
dee — th' one he got on Marsala Tita two 
years agoo." 

What ticket was this? I asked. 
"He's bombin' dun Marsala Tita, being 
shot at by th' Chetniks, and the focking 
Bosnia P'lice pull 'im over. 'De ye know how 
fast ye were goin'? Ye were goin' 95 miles 
per hour.' 'Nae I wasn't.' 'How fast d'ye think 
ye were goin'!' f J5focking miles per hour!' 
Th' gave him a ticket. He said, 'That's why 
yer losing this war, th' Serbs 'ave got Kalashnikovs, and th' Muslims have 
got ray-dar guns!' " 

Since the day after Bajram was Ash Wednesday, I went to mass that 

afternoon. The church was old and freezing. Where the stained-glass win- 
dows would've been there was now only the opaque plastic. Everyone 
bunched together in the pews at the front, and we kept our coats, gloves, 
and hats on. Three priests in brightly colored ceremonial robes said the 
mass. In the first two pews to the right, eight women sang the hymns. 
Their beautiful voices rose to the stone eaves above them and hung in the 
vaults of the ceiling like smoke carried and dispersed by a breeze. I sud- 
denly became overcome with emotion, moved by the simple, transcendent 
faith of these people who, after all they'd suffered, still believed God hadn't 
deserted them, and I began to cry. I was kneeling and the women were 
singing and I kept my face hidden in my praying hands so no one could 
see my tears. I wasn't ashamed, I just wanted to be unintrusive to my fel- 
low worshipers and private in my own swirl of emotions. We lined up to 
receive the ashes and when I came before the priest and he applied the 
dark cross on my forehead, I realized that even though I couldn't under- 
stand what he was saying in Serbo-Croat, I knew: We are dust and to dust 
we shall return, and I thought what an amazing place I was in to be 
reminded of that. 

When I left the church it was a little after 5:00 and it was already dark. I 



An Italian soldier stands 
guard at a NATO dheckpoint. 
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Suki says she doesn't know why the war started. 
'Somebody told me, 'You just can't live together,' and I don't know 
why. we lived together before the war and it was great." 
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A poptMft pub faces 

the market (below) 
where 37 people 
were killed by mortar 
fire in August 1995. 
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"I will never forgive," says Denis, "because I lost too 
many friends. In eight months, I lost ten people from my family. 

It's not a thing you can forget." 



I 



hurried along Marsala Tita, past the chicken-bone intersection at Dure 
Dakovic that was the notorious Sniper Alley. I was late to meet Suki at the 
Trust Pub to interview her. She had found Loren and me last night at the 
pub, latching onto us in the hope that we needed an interpreter. 

The pub was too noisy, so we went to a cafe further down the street. 
There she told me she was 19 years old — I thought she was in her late 
20s — and worked for the television station as a music assistant, matching 
music to programming and translating English-language 
movies into Serbo-Croat. She was paid a mere 90 deutsche 
marks ($60) a month with an additional 100 DM for each 
movie, but she was lucky if she got one a month of those to 
do. Which was why she was so eager to work for us 
at her declared rate of 150 DM a day. Her resume was thin, 
she'd only interpreted once before as far as I could make 
out, but her English was good and knowing that two days' 
pay equaled three months' salary, it would have been self- 
ish not to give it to her. 

She is a pretty woman with intelligent, distrustful eyes, 
thick lips and a thick nose, and thick brown hair to the nape 
of her neck, parted in the middle. She pursed her lips a lot 
when she talked, as if acknowledging and dismissing a 
thought at the same time. She sat back in her chair as she 
smoked, snaking her right arm out to flick the ash into the 
ashtray. She smoked incessantly. 

In her husky accent, she said she felt older than her 
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age — "this is problem with war" — but that she doesn't want to leave Sara- 
jevo, because it's even harder to get work outside Bosnia, especially in 
Croatia, where they "hate Bosnians." She herself doesn't hate either Croat- 
ians or Serbs. "Why should I must hate someone if he is Serb, or Croatian? 
I mean, if he is good with me, I don't care, be'lee me. I know one girl, she's 
from Zagreb and she came here and she said, 'You are great people, you 
don't hate us, you don't make jokes about us.' " 

On the first day of the war, a rocket flew 
into her family's living room. They had no 
idea why or, for the first seven days of the 
siege, what was happening. 

"We just hear shouting all around. We 
are panicked. We was thinking, oh it will 
pass. All the time when war starts we are 
listening to the news, to the radio, and they 
didn't know, they told us there are some 
Serbs on the street, they want some re- 
venge [for a Serb killed at a wedding by a 
Muslim]. Ail television was lying, Serbian 
television talked like we are bad people, we 
killed all Serbs in Sarajevo." 

She says she doesn't know why the war 
started. "Somebody told me, 'You just can't 
live together,' and I don't know why. We 
lived together before the war and it was 
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Love among the 
ruins: Denis, 21, and 
his^irlfriend Delia. 



great. When somebody 
told you a name, it don't 
mean nothing to you. 
But now, when someone 
tells you a name, you 
just think, 'Oh, he is 
Serb.' But you don't hate 
him for that." 

The siege preyed on 
Sarajevans like a Chi- 
nese water torture. "All 
the war, they are telling 
you it's okay, it's cease- 
fire, but they are shoot- 
ing," she remembers. "You 
walk in the middle of the 
street, really quiet, in 
the middle of the day, 
and you hear bullets and 
grenades, and you run 
home. You hear a million 
times that there is cease- 
fire, and they say it to 
move us into the street to 
kill us." Like most Sara- 
jevans, Suki lived on rice and beans, and sometimes feed, the dry grain 
given to farm animals. Meat was contraband: Every once in a while she'd 
be at a black marketer's house who had meat, and offered it to her. Even 
though she was hungry, she'd decline it "on principle." A kilo of sugar cost 
100 DM in the war. Some nights she'd dream of cookies and chocolate. 

Suki spoke of going to hear bands in basements play by candlelight 
because there was no electricity. "You have a lot of best moments in war. 
Let's say, one day you have fun, you are with people and you forget 
everything. That is a best moment, you know. You are drunk and you 
don't think about nothing. You just want to forget about all that. You really 
have a great time. But tomorrow is another day." 

In the beginning, she thought the war was exciting, like being in a movie. 
She wanted to fight. Her brother who's two years older became a soldier. 
But the novelty quickly wore off. 

"I think Sarajevo will need a lot of time — no listen, Sarajevo will never 
be the same like before," she says as she drags on her cigarette, the 
words coming out of the smoke. Around us other people are drinking cof- 
fee and beers. We could be in any cafe in any European city. "I didn't 
blame Serbs for this — when I'm angry with somebody, when I want to kill 
somebody, you know, that somebody must do something to me. But how 
can I hate all Serbs? You have Serbs who are good people, be'lee me, and 
you just can't blame them for this war." 

Her family lived in Grbavica at the beginning of 
the war; she was born and raised in that suburb. 
The Serbs took it over immediately and snipers 
who shot at Sniper Alley fired from what had been 
her apartment building. She recalled how, before 
the war, the soldiers used to play with her and her 
friends, show them their weapons, and tell them 
jokes. "We didn't know they weren't our soldiers," 
she says now. 

When she was a little girl, she asked her grand- 
father, who had fought in World War I (which 
started in Sarajevo), what it had been like. He 
replied it wasn't interesting, saying, 'What can 
I tell you?' and that he couldn't explain. She says 
she could never understand that, but she does now. 

We left to walk back to the hotel, to meet Loren for 
dinner. It had started to snow again, and the side- 
walks were slippery. Suki put her arm in mine as we 
came to the intersection at Dure Dakovic and Marsala 
Tita and said, "Do you realize we are walking on 
the most dangerous street in the world right now?" 
I looked up at the flakes of snow falling and the 
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snow-covered trees and the white park beyond the railings freshly trimmed 
white, and I realized I didn't. 

Oslobodjenje, Sarajevo's newspaper, published every day of the war, 

despite its journalists being killed or wounded by snipers, its building being 
totally destroyed, having to move several times, and running so painfully 
short of paper that they sometimes printed only 300 copies of a two-page 
edition, which was posted in cafes and buildings so as many people as 
possible could read it. Paper donated from around the world was smuggled 
through the tunnel under the airport. As one of their chief editors, Mehmet 
Halicovic, told me, "Our people can live without bread, without milk, but 
they can't live without newspaper." 

Today, Oslobodjenje (which means "liberation" and began publishing 
during the Second World War to oppose the Nazis) is housed in a small 
building on a square tucked in the folds of the streets behind Marsala Tita. 
Suki and I went to meet their editor and journalists. 

There were about a dozen people in the "computer room" on the ground 
floor, where they make up the pages of what is now a 16-to-20-page edi- 
tion, with a circulation of up to 7,000. A handful of operators sat behind 
long-outdated machines, several others sat on or stood around a couch in 
the middle of the room, smoking and drinking coffee poured from a large, 
copper Turkish pot. The room was cloudy with smoke. A small radio 
perched on a filing cabinet was playing George Michael's "Jesus to a 
Child." I noticed the curtains were closed over the large windows, even 
though it wasn't sunny outside, and I asked Antonio, the journalist showing 
me around, why. "Memory," he shrugged, meaning "habit," left over from 
working during the war with snipers shooting whatever they could see. 

Upstairs the offices are overcrowded but cheerful. Journalists without 
desk space sit in the hall in stiff-backed chairs, as if waiting outside a doc- 
tor's office. Mehmet, who takes time to talk to me, despite having told Os/o- 
bodjenje's brave story hundreds of times, credited the foreign press sta- 
tioned in Sarajevo with helping them with information, and talked about the 
illogical courage of his reporters getting so close to the fighting to report 
the news that literally meant life and death to their readers. 

In one of the offices that seemed to comprise their newsroom, leaves 
from the newspaper were strewn around with manuscripts and faxes of for- 
eign journals' stories. I heard the long-forgotten sound of a typewriter as a 
worn-looking man with black hair combed over his baldness struck the 
keys. Here the culture journalist told me that one of the changes she'd 
noticed since the end of the war was young people weren't listening to 
classical music as much, and she thought that was a shame. She also 
thought that the war had changed the "imagination" of people who wrote 
about culture. "Pain is a good inspiration," she said. 

From the newspaper we went to the market. I wanted to see where the 
notorious massacre had occurred which precipitated NATO bombing the 
Serb positions in the hills, which ended the siege of Sarajevo, and the war. 
The market is much tinier than I imagined, about the size of a small 

parking lot. The rows of uniform, 
dark-green stalls are packed so 
tightly together they created the 
illusion of being under one roof. 
The narrow aisles are no wider than 
my shoulders. Hundreds of people 
were shopping on August 28, 1995, 
when two shells landed and 
exploded in the late morning, killing 
37. Suki showed me the two shell 
holes, the larger one, about the size 
of a hubcap, at the edge of the mar- 
ket, the smaller one in the middle. 
Around each hole was a splay of 
shrapnel holes, like many-toed claw 
marks. It was raining lightly and the 
large hole had collected a puddle. 
Rain water dripped from the shiny 
edges of the stalls' awnings. 

Suki had been 100 meters away 
when the bomb hit. She described 
continued on page 1 14 
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Imagine practicing safer sex that's sensitive, 
un-inhibited and totally satisfying for both of you. 
Better yet, stop imagining and start experiencing 
the "Reality" female condom. You will discover that 
you can reduce the risk of pregnancy and sexually 
transmitted diseases (STD] including AIDS, without 
reducing the intimacy or the ecstacy. 

WHAT ARE THE STATISTICS?* 

• 1 2 million new STD cases/year- 86% occur in 
persons 1 S29 yrs 

■ 1 in 3 college students has an STD 

• women's risk to STDs-more than 2x's higher than 

men's 

• more than half of the pregnancies each year are 

unintended 'reference on request 

WHAT MAKES IT DIFFERENT FROM OTHER 
METHODS? 

"Reality" acts like a barrier. The woman 
inserts it ahead of time. It's made of clear, 
strong but soft plastic. "Reality" rarely rips 
or tears during use and lines the vagina 
i allowing free movement for the penis. 

"Reality" can be put in place long before 
intimacy. To insert "Reality" squeeze 
the inner ring and push into the 
vagina as far as possible. This ring 
helps to hold the female condom in 
place inside while the outer rim stays 
outside the body and helps to protect. 
When both partners are ready, the penis is simply 
guided into the female condom. Extra lubricant is 
added for extra pleasure and ease of movement. 



DOES IT PROTECT? 



failure Rates 1 Year 
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Perfecl Use i 


Reality Female Condom 


21% 


5% 


Male Latex Condom 


12% 


3% 


Ceivical Cap 


18% 


1 1% 


Diaphragm 


18% 


6% 


Spermicide 




6% 
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WHY IS IT EASY TO USE...AND KEEP 
USING? 

Most women report that insertion is easy, especially 
after using "Reality" two or three times. Both men 
and women report that "Reality" feels good. 
There's no restricting the penis and the soft feel of 
the thin but strong plastic together with the lubricant 
is pleasurable. Men like it! Women like M 
It's available at your pharmacy! 

SHOULD YOU TRY REALITY? 

Yes, if you: 

• can't or won't use male latex condoms 

• seek a new non-hormonal method of contraception 
and sexually transmitted disease (STD) prevention 

• use the pill but want an additional method to 

reduce the risks of STD's 

• are allergic to latex 

■ If used property, male lotex condoms are highly effective at preventing 
sexually transmitted diseases, including AIDS (HIV infection), elf you 
are not going to use a mote latex condom, you can use "Rea/ify" to help 
protect yourself and your partner. ■ "foa//ry" only works when you use 
it. Use it every time you have sex ■ Before using 'Rectify", read the 
directions and learn how to use it property. 

Call 1-800-274-6601 for: Free samples. 

Questions. Product Information. 
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Doing the Math 

The mainstream media calls off the 
heterosexual AIDS scare. Celia Farber 
wonders what took so long. 



Anyone who thinks mass delu- 
sions are a thing of the past 
should read "Health Hazard: AIDS 
Fight is Skewed by Federal Cam- 
paign Exaggerating Risks," pub- 
lished in the Wall Street Journal 
on May 1, 1996. The article ham- 
mered home a gigantic truth that 
has been struggling to burst from 
the barn for several years: AIDS 
(the way the CDC has defined it) is 
virtually nonexistent among het- 
erosexuals with no risk factors 
for HIV. Coauthored by Atlanta 
bureau chief Amanda Bennett 
and staff writer Anita Sharpe, the 
front-page article is the result of a 
yearlong investigation, which 
concluded that "...for most hetero- 
sexuals, the risk from a single act 
of sex [is] smaller than the risk of 
ever getting hit by lightning. In the 
U.S., the disease was, and re- 
mains, largely the scourge of 
gay men, intravenous drug users, 
their sex partners, and their new- 
born children." 

The Wall Street Journal article 
is not by any means the first to 
report this. Many journalists have 
struggled to bring these same 
facts to light, only to find that the 
political atmosphere was so 
charged that reporting on the 
matter became impossible. As 
SPIN explained in "Fatal Distrac- 
tion" (June 1992), the attempt to 
label AIDS a heterosexual disease 
was calculated from the outset — it 
was an outright fund-raising tactic employed by 
AIDS organizations and activists, who thought, 
perhaps correctly, that money would flow only if 
AIDS was perceived as "everybody's disease." 
The consequences of this seemingly warm- 
hearted campaign have, according to the Journal, 
been serious, and very detrimental to the collec- 
tive good. Funds that may indeed have saved 
lives had the educational campaign been better 
targeted were instead squandered across a broad 
population, most of who were never at risk. Con- 
versely, those who have always been at highest 
risk have been left largely outside the rather glitzy 
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words from the front 




world of AIDS education, fund-raising, and 
"awareness." "The emphasis on the broad reach 
of this disease," the article stated, "has virtually 
ensured that precious funds won't go where they 
are most needed." 

Though gay men and IV-drug users now 
account for 83 percent of all AIDS cases, no 
funds are allocated specifically for people in 
those groups. Instead, the bulk of the CDC's $584 
million AIDS-prevention budget goes toward 
combating the disease among heterosexual 
women, college students, and others at very low 
risk. Critics have been saying for years that there 



is a central dishonesty to the belabored claim that 
women are the fastest-growing group: In fact, in 
hard numbers, fewer women are becoming 
infected. According to a statistical analysis by 
Paul Philpott, editor and publisher of the contrar- 
ian newsletter Reappraising 
AIDS, the figures for women 
break down as follows: In 1993, 
there were 16,824 new AIDS 
cases among women — 15.9 
percent of the 105,990 annual 
total. In 1994, women accounted 
for 14,081 new cases, which 
was 17.7 percent of the 79,672 
total for that year. Philpott 
concludes: "While 16 percent 
fewer women in 1994 were 
diagnosed with AIDS than in 
1993, the fraction of women 
among total new cases was 
11 percent higher. In other 
words, women are grabbing a 
larger piece of a shrinking pie." 
More important, these women 
are getting AIDS not because 
there is a trend toward women 
getting AIDS but because they 
are IV-drug users and crack 
users — that, not their gender, is 
the risk factor. 

Comparisons to the Emperor 

and his non-clothing have been 
made, but there exists no bet- 
ter analogy for the trumpeted 
heterosexual epidemic. The 
public has been threatened 
with this impending doom since 
1984, and no amount of statis- 
tical analysis or straightforward 
observation has impeded the 
scaremongers in their quest for 
a culturally metastasized fear. 
As a "better safe than sorry" 
logic was taken to perverse 
extremes, anybody who attempted to quantify 
the threat, analyze the figures, or in any way cast 
light on this "impending catastrophe" has been 
excoriated, picketed, banned, ridiculed, and even 
fired. The most famous example is the conserva- 
tive author Michael Fumento, whose landmark 
1990 book The Myth Of Heterosexual AIDS 
detailed the cynical tactics of public-health 
authorities to fabricate an epidemic that was 
never more than a theoretical possibility. Why? 
To raise money for AIDS, sure, but also to raise 
what is euphemistically called "awareness" 
about the deadly, wildfire potential of the 
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from the fertile imaginations of Chris Difford and Glenn Tilbrook. come 
11, new son;s including "This Summh" and "Euoiit Tmins" 
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modern enemy: HIV. Fumento's 
book caused a furor in the AIDS 
community. He was savaged all 
over the media, with AIDS figure- 
heads like Mathilde Krim of AMFAR 
condemning him and rejecting his 
thesis outright. When Malcolm 
Forbes published an impartial arti- 
cle on the book, his editorial offices 
were stormed by AIDS activists; 
Forbes printed a retraction. The 
book was removed from the shelves 
of most book stores, and Fumento 
was even fired from his editorial 
position at the Rocky Mountain 
News. It's difficult to defend Fumento 
as a journalist — he has been ven- 
omously opposed to open debate 
on the question of AIDS causa- 
tion — but the fact remains that he 
was the main sacrificial lamb on the 
question of heterosexual spread. 

"The general impression out 
there about heterosexual spread," 
says the Wall Street Journal's Ben- 
nett, "was not buttressed by the 
facts. We're not saying that hetero- 
sexual transmission is a myth. 
There is heterosexual transmission. 
There is some risk to everyone. 
But," she stresses, "from a public- 
health perspective, the risk is so 
much greater to people in disen- 
franchised groups. The impression 
that there is a huge heterosexual 
risk to everyone has had the effect 
of steering the focus away from 
where the problem is." 

Those of us who have been report- 
ing such facts for many years can- 
not help but feel a certain vertigo 
as "truth" makes its tortuous climb 
into the light. People like Fumento, 
Dr. Joseph Sonnabend, Dr. Robert 
Root-Bernstein, Dr. Peter Duesberg, 
and others have seen their careers 
set back or even destroyed by in- 
sisting that the early models for 
both HIV's spread and its potential 
to cause disease were murderously 
simplistic. I had a sense of deja vu 
as Bennett told me, "The bulk of het- 
erosexual transmission is taking 
place within a disenfranchised com- 
munity that is marked by poverty, 
poor health care, sexually transmit- 
ted diseases, and drug use." 

Another word for all that is multi- 
factorialism. The eternal cry of the 
AIDS dissident movement: There's 
more to AIDS than just HIV. If the 
HlV-spreads-like-wildfire-and-kills- 
like-a-truck model of disease were 
true, then why wouldn't there be a 
heterosexual explosion? The fact 
that there isn't has been chalked up 
to sheer luck, but the real question 
that everybody, even the Wall Street 
Journal, is avoiding is, Why? If indeed 
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AIDS is caused solely by HIV, and 
spread via sexual intercourse, then 
why is it not spreading along sexual 
lines so much as along sociological 
lines, with poverty and drug use 
being central cofactors? (A well- 
chronicled phenomenon, for instance, 
is that prostitutes have no higher 
incidence of either HIV or AIDS than 
any non-risk group — unless they are 
also IV-drug users.) Now that it is 
finally permissible to include envi- 
ronmental factors — formerly the 
dreaded "lifestyle" — in the formula, 
can we now discuss how those fac- 
tors affect disease progression? 

Bennett treads cautiously here. 
"There certainly are a lot of unre- 
solved questions about the trans- 
missibility of HIV," she says. "One 
factor that vastly helps the spread 
is other STDs. Open sores from 
syphilis certainly pave the way for 
HIV, and most heterosexual Ameri- 
cans do not have active syphilis." 
But how to account for the millions 
of heterosexual Americans who do 
have herpes lesions or other genital 
ulcers, which offer a similar port of 
entry? "I've raised that question," 
says Sonnabend. "There has never 
been a satisfactory answer to it" 

Apart from the problem of misdi- 
rected efforts and funds, the Journal 
article voices another consequence, 
more difficult to quantify: What 
becomes of the public's trust in our 
federal authorities, as well as in the 
media, when a "story" gets as dis- 
torted as this? The article quoted 
one medical ethicist as saying: 
"When the public starts mistrusting 
its public-health officials, it takes a 
long time before they believe them 
again." Even media confessionals 
have been forthcoming. David Boldt 
of the Philadelphia Inquirer, com- 
menting on the article, wrote: "Un- 
questionably, the judgments were 
difficult, but in the final analysis, the 
media failed to tell the truth. I sus- 
pect we will pay a penalty for that, 
and I'm afraid we'll deserve it." 

The Wall Street Journal deserves 
weary applause for opening the 
door of discourse a crack. If Ben- 
nett and Sharpe succeed in doing 
what no critical voices before them 
have done, a vital pillar of the main- 
stream AIDS agenda will collapse. It 
will be interesting to see what 
emerges from the rubble. 

A fitting epigram for this some- 
what embarrassing chapter of AIDS 
history would be the wise words 
of former Federal Court Judge 
Learned Hand: "The spirit of Liberty 
is the spirit which is not too sure 
that it is right." • 



AS YOU CAN SEE 
THE NEW JEEP WRANGLER NOW 
HAS ONE OF THE MOST ADVANCED 
SUSPENSION SYSTEMS EVER. 




THE ALL-NEW JEER WRANGLER 

Jeep engineers began perfecting the all-new 
'97 Jeep Wrangler from the ground up with a 
totally new exclusive Quadra-Coil™ suspension. 




driver with maximum off-highway toughness and 
control while also providing excellent dynamic 
running-ground clearance and traction. 

The all-new Jeep Wrangler also has the only 
available 6-cylinder engine in its class and the most 
powerful too.* Plus, Command-Trac * a responsive 
shift-on-the-fly four-wheel drive system. 

Legendary capability and control. It doesn't 
seem much different from any other Jeep vehicle. 
But it is. Sort of. Let's just say one ride in the new 
Jeep Wrangler and it all becomes perfectly clear. 

Jeep 

there's Only One 



* Wrangler SE shown. 4.0 litre 6-cylindcr engine not available on Wrangler SE; standard on Wrangler Sport and Sahara. Wards 1996 Small Sport 
Utility class. For more information, call 1 -800-925-JEnp or visit our Web site ai http://www.jcepunpavcd.com Always wear your scat belt. Jeep 
is a registered trademark of Chrysler Corporation. 
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Life in the Fast Lan 



Swimmer Gary Hall, Jr y hates training, bags small races, 
and gets away with working only eight minutes a year. 
So how can such a slack have a shot at four gold medals? 



IN THE HEAT of one of the world's driest deserts 
blooms an Olympic swimmer set to win four gold 
medals this summer in Atlanta. Gary Hall, Jr., a 
6'6", 187-pound sprinter who rockets through 
races but still has trouble getting to practice on 
time, rolls down the baking freeway in his immac- 
ulate, magenta '62 Volkswagen Microbus, bends 
his golden-brown frame over the steering wheel, 
and pops a Grateful Dead bootleg into the tape 
deck. "My job isn't too bad," Hall says in a drawl 
so slow it makes you wonder how he gets any- 
where fast. "You have to concentrate about twice 
a year. You show up, do your thing, which hope- 
fully consists of less than four minutes of work, 
and then you prepare for the next one." 

Take away the Rolex and the endless arms, 
and Hall looks like any average alterna-teen in his 
white wraparounds, baggy shorts, and sockless 
Airwalks. But among his clean-cut peers in the 
world of swimming, Hall stands out as the sport's 
sole fashion plate. After his team broke the world 
record for the 400-meter freestyle relay at last 
summer's Pan Pacific Games, Hall and his team- 
mates met the press in '70s polyester leisure 
suits and Afro wigs; his training suit last summer 
was a custom-made maroon job with a big gold 
star over his package; and just moments before 
he approached the blocks at March's Olympic 



trials, Hall was chilling in leather jeans and a 
Grateful Dead tie-dye. 

On land, Hall's a dreamy pen-and-ink artist 
with a serious CD habit. But his laid-back nature 
belies his speed. His coach, double-gold-medalist 
Troy Dalbey, says Hall is "one of the most tal- 
ented swimmers who's ever hopped into a pool," 
and if Hall haggles over training sets and bails on 
small races, he blows away the competition in 
those that matter. "A lot of people think he's lazy, 
but it's all about what's going on in your head 
when you get into a big race," Dalbey says. 
"When he steps up on the block, his confidence 
takes him places that most people never go." 

Hall says he has "chlorine in the bloodlines"; 
and his father, three-time Olympic medalist Gary 
Hall, Sr., traces his son's champion-quality drive 
back to his maternal grandfather, Charles Keating, 
Jr., winner of the 1946 NCAA title in the 200-yard 
butterfly, but better known as a major player in 
the savings-and-loan scandals of the 1980s. 
Keating is now doing time at the Federal Correc- 
tions Institution in Tucson for 73 counts of fraud, 
racketeering, and conspiracy related to his deal- 
ings as owner of Lincoln Savings & Loan. 

Slouched in a chair under the misters cooling 
the brick patio of a Tempe, Arizona, cafe, Hall's face 
clouds when he discusses Keating 's conviction. 



OUT Of BOUNDS 



by Deb Schwartz 



Like his father, Hall believes that Keating, 
whom the Chicago Tribune once dubbed "the 
greediest man in America," was scapegoated. "It 
was a bad deal gone down. I knew that what was 
being said wasn't true. I disagreed with how 
everything happened." 

For much of his childhood, Hall's family shared 
a house with Keating and his wife, Mary Elaine. If 
Hall can't remember how he learned to swim (his 
parents say he swam before he walked), he 
remembers pool time with Keating on the 12-acre 
family estate and the days he'd ditch school to 
play gofer at his grandfather's office. "I've always 
said I was closer to my grandfather than I was to 
my father," attests Hall. He tracks his ability to 
focus back to the emotional period around his 
grandfather's indictment. "I think there's a very 
close relation between the feeling I had during 
that time and the feeling I have when I step up on 
the blocks," Hall says. "I feel that same bit of 
rage, and you have to confront that when you 
race. When your body's going through complete 
pain, you really figure out who you are." 

Hall wasn't always so inspired. When he began 
to compete the summer after eighth grade, he was 
so poky that his mother promised him five dollars 
if he won a race (Hall obliged, shaving 20 seconds 
off his time). Later, Hall nearly quit during his first 
winter-training session, prompting arguments 
with his father, who more than once told him he 
could continue to swim or pack his bags. "It's like 
Jekyll and Hyde with Gary," says his father. "He's 
intensely competitive at a race, but the rest of the 
time it's hard to get him to lift a finger." 

Poolside at the Phoenix Swim Club, a modest, 
spotless outdoor-pool complex financed and built 
by Keating's corporation before he went to jail, 
Hall munches a psychedelically colored fruit 
roll — his usual pre-practice breakfast — and 
muses about his upcoming Olympic confronta- 
tion with Russian rival Alexander Popov. Hall 
plans to prep for the games in his usual fashion: 
listening to Lou Reed and joking around with the 
few swimmers who aren't freaking out. "Before a 
race, there are usually a few people who with- 
draw, there's a guy listening to Megadeth at high 
volume, and then there's always one guy who 
looks like he's about to hurl right there." No 
doubt, Hall will probably hurl when he finishes, 
but for the time being, he can't wait for his 
moment in front of the world. "When you get out 
there, you've got 22 seconds to show them what 
you've got. It's very draining, but at the same 
time," he says, grinning like a dope fiend, "it's just 
pure adrenaline, pure rush." • 
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Mock the Vote 

CamPAIgN IN THE ASS '96 (http://3rdmil.com/paign.html) is one of a handful of Web sites that are 
taking an irreverent stab at Bill and Bob's excellent adventure to the White House. Updated 
daily, CamPAIgN plays up the absurdities of the presidential posse with Monty Pythonesque 
animations and Weekly World News-style faux reporting. Who knew that a ferret was found 
burrowing inside Ross Perot's ear? CamPAIgN's got the footagel There's also a spot called Target 
Practice, where you can hurl virtual mollusks at the candidate of your choice. Just make sure to 
download Netscape 2.0 and the multimedia freeware, Shockwave (http://www.macromedia.com/), 
before calling up the site. Otherwise, you won't be able to see— or hear— the octopus splat. 

As its name suggests. Skeleton Closet (http://www.realchange.org/) understands that presidential 
campaigns are all about the art of the cover-up. Run by a nonaffiliated, independent political- 
action committee called Real People for Real Change, Skeleton 
Closet digs up the latest dirt on the men who would be kings— 
and the suckers who got away. For instance, did Pat Buchanan 
really dodge the Vietnam draft by saying he had Reiter's 
syndrome, a form of arthritis caused by venereal disease? If 
you think political gossip is only for those who take politics 
seriously, then go to Salvo (http://www.salvo.com), which offers 
"a site made by people who hate politics for people who hate 
politics." Salvo packs its pages daily with sanguinary screeds 
on election issues: "We are currently lobbying for legislation 
that would arm the homeless and train them to hunt pigeons, 
rats, politicians, and other city vermin for food and skins. While 
this is no permanent solution to such a serious problem, you 
gotta admit, it'd be pretty entertaining." If readers don't agree, 
they can unload their own opinions in the public Firing Range. 
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Game Boys 



For everyone 
burned out on the pyrotechnics of the latest 
carnage contests, Return of Arcade resurrects 
the lo-ft grace of early-'80s game-room all- 
stars. A couple of years ago, Microsoft 
tantalized retrogeeks with the release of 
Arcade, authentic CD-ROM versions of such 
classics as Missile Command and Asteroids. 
Now Arcade is back with four more reasons 
to wiggle your joystick: Pac Man, Dig Dug, 
Pole Position, and Galaxian. And yes, the Windows 95-only games 
feature all the original graphics and sounds. Urgent e-mail to Bill 
Gates: In the words of Frank Black, "Whatever Happened to Pong?" 



Hands Off 



The NoHands Mouse might be the 
greatest thing to happen to the 
one-hand-typing crowd since Windex. 
As one of the stranger alternatives 
to the wrist-crunching mouse, the 
NoHands ($199) uses two shoe- 
print-sized foot pedals to move the 
cursor across the screen. Just slip 
the pads underneath your desk; the 
right foot steers, the left foot double-clicks. The NoHands might be great 
for an online tryst, but otherwise it's probably not worth the hassle. 
Maneuvering the pedals accurately with your foot is a real pain, and if there 
isn't such a condition as carpal tunnel of the ankle, there will be soon. 



Forget about murder conspiracies and 
dream interpretations: The crassest Kurt 
obsession to hit the Web has got to be Kurt Cobain's Magic 
Talking 8-Ball (http:// www.webcom.com/xcomm/cobain/ 
askcobain.html). This site randomly plugs Cobain-interview 
sound bites into fans' metaphysical queries. Just type a question 
and click the 8-Ball to hear Cobain's response. Next eponymous 
live album? "I can't decide." Have you seen Elvis? "I would 
say, kinda sorta" So, what did he tell you? "I'm a walking, talking 
bacterial infection." Sorry we asked. 




Creep Show 



Amidst the scramble 
to come up with a computer game scarier than 
Doom, a CD-ROM called The Dark Eye finds its 
inspiration in the godfather of horror, Edgar Allan 
Poe. This Myst-like mystery unravels in a haunted 
Victorian mansion, where each room is based 
on one of Poe's short stories. Players are cast as 
either perpetrator or victim: You can be the man 
burying the coffin in "The Cask of Amontillado" 
or, if you're into that sort of thing, the one being 
buried. The Dark Eye enlists veteran creep-freaks 
to render its macabre dreamscape: Thomas Dolby produces the eerie music, Doug Beswick {Aliens, 
The Addams Family) animates the puppet-like characters, and Beat drawler William S. Burroughs 
provides the narration. Most important, like all good nightmares, The Dark Eye never seems to end. 
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EM PATTI SMITH 
Gone Again 

Arista 

A WELL GONE dry is any artist's worst nightmare. Bob Dylan once said he 
was struggling to channel consciously what formerly came to him subcon- 
sciously. Punk priestess Patti Smith, though, Dylan's biggest fan, seemed 
to drink from a bottomless "sea of possibility." Horses and Easter rode 
the sheer confidence of a young artist 
who knew she was in her creative prime. 
"I'm so young, so goddamn young!" she 
exulted on "Privilege (Set Me Free)." 
When 1979's Wave didn't hit the same 
ecstatic heights, Smith was savvy enough 
to heed the writing in the well. 

Her transformation from the sexed-up 
tomboy who ate men like air into a diaper- 
changing Buddha of suburbia has been 
read as everything from betrayal of her 
rebel principles to feminist sellout and 
fuck-you to fame. The truth might be 
much simpler — that Smith knew her cof- 
fers were empty. Any self-respecting 
Romantic hero fears mediocrity more 
than silence; just look at Kurt Cobain. 

In fact, the most wrenching song on 
Gone Again, Smith's first album since 
1988 s AOR-bore Dream of Life, laments 
Cobain's suicide at the age of 27. On the 
sinister "About a Boy," Smith sits shiva 
over the boy "beyond it all": beyond hope, 
beyond caring — about himself or those he 
left behind. "Toward another kind of peace / 
Toward the great emptiness," she howls, 
practically spitting out the last syllable. 

Metamorphosis has always been 
Smith's muse, but today it wears the face 
of Death. Within one month of each other 
in 1994, Smith buried both her husband 
of 14 years, Fred "Sonic" Smith of MC5 
legend, and her brother Todd; old friend 
(and former Patti Smith Band keyboardist) 

Richard Sohl died that same year. Smith and Fred had already begun col- 
laborating on the Bad Company-ish title song and "Summer Cannibals"; 
save for "Wicked Messenger" (from Dylan's recovery album John Wesley 
Harding), Smith oversaw the writing of the rest of them herself. Old friends 
(Television's Tom Verlaine, John Cale) and former bandmates (guitarist 
Lenny Kaye, drummer Jay Dee Daugherty) were recruited to conjure up the 
living, breathing ghosts of her past. 

Of course, they're no longer the same rock'n'roll niggas ushering in a new 
age. Smith is now issuing jeremiads rather than manifestos. Nothing in her 
back catalogue prophesies her current music's hallucinatory strangeness. 
Though the songs shift from sturdy bar-band vamps to thorny, open-ended 
art rock and simple folk, the arrangements stay skeletal, the mood gloomy. 

Almost 19th-century in its thees-and-thys, Gone Again is an elegy that 
seems to exist on its own plane. With nods to Yeats and Whitman, Smith 
adorns her marital bliss with mythological status: Fred takes shape as a 
raven, a rainbow, teardrops from heaven. "My Madrigal" is the tragic book- 
end to Wave's lovestruck "Frederick." "Oh till death do us part" Smith wails, 
rescuing a lyrical cliche with shamanistic power. Her husky, knowing, 
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blueswoman's voice is more powerful 
than ever, but she's taken to aping 
Dylan's loping cadences and nasal whine, 
odd stylistic choices for a Jersey girl 
who made her mark purging sound from 
her very entrails. 

A Jehovah's Witness with a pagan's 
heart and an ironic mind, Smith's doubts 
p about the afterlife are Gone Again's run- 

ning conflict, giving the album its ten- 
sion. Allusions to reincarnation and 
pearly gates collide with visions of a 
black void that would scare the Sartre 
out of anyone. "Oh, to be not anyone / 
Gone," she incants almost wistfully on 
"Beneath the Southern Cross," over Ver- 
laine's shimmering guitar mantra and a 
funereal organ backdrop Cale seems to 
have lifted from Nico's The Marble Index. 

Such songs feel like open wounds, 
but the pain is an intensely private one, 
one that only longtime fans would want 
to share. Gone Again is as raw and self- 
indulgent as most art-as-therapy, and 
there's no excuse for a poet of Smith's 
caliber to rhyme "died" with "cried" on 
two separate occasions. But we listen 
transfixed because she has "opened up 
[her] veins" to the "summer cannibals" 
after starving us for so long, because 
the former tuff-grrrl is now so achingly vulnerable but would be a no-show 
at her own pity party. 

On the surface, she's merely spreading legacies like crematorium 
ashes — in recent poetry she has paid tribute to the artistry of everyone 
from her late best friend, photographer Robert Mapplethorpe, to River 
Phoenix. (What is she, chopped liver?) Once, her tributes to rebel heroes 
were a passive-aggressive act of assertion: Citing Rimbaud and Keith 
Richards as her inspirations was a way of projecting herself into their 
league. Today, pushing SO, Smith seems unsure of her own talents, and it's 
disturbing to hear the visionary who spawned a thousand lesser imperson- 
ators struggling to find her voice again. 

"I don't have any particular message right now," Smith said recently, but the 
juice of inspiration comes in strange spurts. On "Dead to the World," a gentle, 
countrified number with an actually cheerful melody, she chronicles an 
artistic reawakening at the touch of a seductive male specter. And at a show 
in California's genteel Sonoma County last year, Smith's version of "Gloria" 
worked the aging crowd up into such a fervor that things got ugly with 
security. Don't forget who you are, you're a rock'n'roll star. sia michel 
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EJ SCREAMING TREES 
Dust 

Epic 

What do you do when your moment 
expires on you? The question hangs 
in the air of Seattle's better micro- 
brew bars, as grunge boys scramble 
to avoid becoming the hair bands of 
the '90s. They could take a lesson 
from the Screaming Trees. Call it 
the Pre-Raphaelite solution: Like 
those Victorian gentleman artists, 
who crafted irresistible scenes of 
a mythic time that really only 
existed in their heads, the Trees 
have found in the psychedelic era a 




prism refracting their most florid 
thoughts. From the raga riffs that 
kick off "Halo of Ashes" to the forti- 
fied Moby Grape-isms of "Gospel 
Plow," Dusf, the Trees' ninth album, 
dreams so hard of a world beyond 
grunge that the very landscape 
springs verdant and rich around it. 

Chief Tree Mark Lanegan shares 
more with the Pre-Raphaelites than 
a talent for history-onics: he's glori- 
ously sentimental, and given to wor- 
shiping the same sort of deathly 
maiden. Lanegan is forever peering 
over the cliff of his own mortality — 
"Halfway here / Halfway there / All 
along I've been a traveler, yeah," he 
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sings as violins swell and the moun- 
tainlike Conner brothers (Gary Lee, 
guitar; Van, bass) rumble acoustically 
behind him. He thinks he's gonna die 
in "Witness," walks the ghost town 
that used to be his city in the South- 
ern rocker "Dying Days," has seen 
what you've never seen in "Dime 
Western," and retreats to a monklike 
cave in the oddly jaunty "All I Know." 
This is one mystical dude, a Romantic 
poet reincarnated as a lumberjack. 

Two things save Lanegan from 
the quicksand of his own profundity: 
his voice, a fertile baritone that he 
used to push into a bland roughness, 
but which he's trained to a nuanced 
croon; and the bright hues of the 
music, which make all those deep 
thoughts fun instead of oppressive. 
In its own way, Dust refuses to be 
just another rock record; producer 
George Drakoulias (who has a mixed 
track record with this vintage thing, 
having helmed the Black Crowes' 
hits and the Jayhawks' flop) clearly 
taught the Trees how to mix their 
paints, with strings, organ, and tons 
of multi-tracked vocals adding thick- 
ness and color to the sound. And 
the knack Lanegan shares with his 
late friend Kurt Cobain — for writing a 
tasty pop hook despite himself — 
shines throughout. Real '60s psy- 
chedelia rarely sounded this explo- 
sive; just goes to show you, fantasies 
are lovelier the second time around. 

ANN POWERS 
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NEIL YOUNG WITH 
CRAZY HORSE 
Broken Arrow 

Reprise 

Tuneful, reflective, indomitable, 
marked for eccentricity with a dim, 
meandering, were-those-crowd- 
noises-tacked-on-in-the-studio? ver- 
sion of the Jimmy Reed slop blues 
"Baby What You Want Me to Do," 
Broken Arrow represents no apparent 
diminishment in the stock and trade 
of everybody's favorite rock'n'roll 
survivor, which is vitality itself. Resist 
the myth of his changeability; like all 
his best work, the amazing 50-year- 
old product factory's ninth '90s album 
(albeit the fifth featuring all-new 
material) sticks to a funkless folk- 
rock that milks minimal materials for 
maximum expressiveness and plea- 
sure in both homespun and electri- 
fying guises. But that's not to say 
the old cow is giving up as much 
grade A as she used to. 

Because Broken Arrow features 
the gallumph of Billy Talbot and Ralph 




Molina, Young's natural rhythm sec- 
tion since 1969, 1 prefer it to last year's 
Pearl Jam collaboration, where the jet 
propulsion threw him off-pace a little. 
But I doubt most listeners will agree. 
Qualitywise, the album feels like a 
cross between such half-lost mid- 
70s efforts as On the Beach and the 
slightly sub-par early-'80s stuff that 
began Young's depressing Reagan- 
era slide. If anything, it isn't lost 
enough — better realized than On the 
Beach, it lacks that cult item's weird 
sense of quest. In fact, it makes you 
wonder whether Young hasn't grown 
so confident in his aversion to com- 
placency that he could play out his 
career as solidly and unmomentously 
as, say, Muddy Waters — never dis- 
missed, but taken for granted. 

Who can say? Not you, not me, 
not Neil. No rock'n'roller has ever 
reached this place before, and it's 
conceivable that in a few years the 
standouts here will sound as classic 
as 1989's "Wrecking Ball." I'm espe- 
cially partial to "Big Time," his 
umpteenth vibrant refusal to fade 
away, and the quietly indelible "Music 
Arcade," which hints slyly at the 
opposite: "I really didn't mean to stay 
as long as I have / So I'll be movin' 
on." The three songs stretched over 
the CD's first 26 minutes offer as 
much glacial guitar as any grunge 
diehard could wish, and nothing 
here is merely dull. Nevertheless, no 
pitch of permanent vitality will ever 
answer the artist's eternal question 
of what to do for an encore. In 
rock'n'roll, taken for granted is 
never enough. Robert christgau 
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METALLICA 
Load 

Elektra 

Metallica's great technical innova- 
tion, the thing that launched thrash 
metal and more copycat bands 
than anything since Meet the Beat- 
les, was finally this: They were the 
band that finally divorced hard rock 
from the blues. ^ktallica songs 
instead sprawlWwirough half- 
digested classical-guitar licks, 
sports-chant choruses, and ham- 
mering, unison riffs based around 
martial drum tattoos. 

On Load, except maybe for the 
abstraction of the lyrics and James 
Hetfield's distinctive voice, a raspy 
groaning thing with an effective 
range of about a minor third, there's 
practically nothing that sounds like 
Metallica: no rat-a-tat regimental 
drumming, no oddly sterile click- 



track synchronization with chilly 
oceans of space between the notes. 
The famous Metallica guitar sound — 
precise hollow bursts of white noise 
with the midrange cut all the way 
out — is nowhere to be heard. Kirk 
Hammett's guitar solos are almost 
Skynyrdian; the riffs chug like Rag- 
ing Slab outtakes; Lars Ulrich's 
drumming is flat and pedestrian. A 
prominent section of one song — 
I swear to God — even sounds as if 
it were lifted from Hole. Metallica's 
predilection for the rambling, multi- 
part epic, almost charming when 
their music passed for stoner 
Stravinsky, seems pretty dumb 
applied to the sort of side-long boo- 
gie jams that went out of fashion 
before Gregg married Cher. 

The last time Metallica recorded 
an album, the pop-structured though 
recognizably Metallica-esque Metal- 
lica, Lollapalooza was just begin- 
ning, and the term "Seattle sound" 
referred to Queensryche. That 
album, which could be seen as a 
metalist's response to the radio- 
friendly Stratsmanship of bands like 
Guns N' Roses and Motley Criie, 
pushed Metallica into the main- 
stream for the first time, but had the 
misfortune of coming out on the 
cusp of grunge, which rejected the 
commercial values the band had 
only just begun to embrace. It's 
even harder to figure where Metal- 
lica might fit now on AOR playlists 
dominated by Stone Temple Pilots 
and Bush. Load still seems like a 
response to Appetite for Destruc- 
tion, but one recorded about a 
decade too late. Jonathan gold 



Lll LAMBARENA 
Bach to Africa 

Sony Classical 



KM AKEN DENGUE 

Maladita 

Melodie/Qualiton 

Gabon's Pierre Akendengue is one 
of African music's best-kept secrets. 
Born in 1944, Akendengue went 
blind while studying psychology in 
Paris, subsequently becoming a 
noted dramatist and poet. And 
though he's released nearly a dozen 
albums since 1974 — most notably 
Silence and his greatest-hits compi- 
lation Passe Compose — it's taken 
the international success of Bach 
to Africa (originally issued in France 
in 1994 and Akendengue's first 
American release) to highlight his 
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neglected folk alchemy. Akendengue 
distills tribal rhythms into a meticu- 
lous African chamber music. 

Of course, if you'd told me I'd be 
grooving to a dodgy mixture of 
Bach's greatest hits with the native 
rhythms of several of Gabon's 42 
ethnic groups, I'd have politely sug- 
gested you stick it up your deep 
forest. But that's the scoop on Bach 




to Africa, which pays tribute to the 
"sound world" of Bach devotee 
Dr. Albert Schweitzer, who for most 
of his long life tended to Gabon's ill 
in the town of Lambarena. French 
composer/producer Hughes de 
Courson and Akendengue spent a 
hundred days in the studio weaving 
Bach fugues and cantatas with suit- 
able Gabonese melodies performed 
by a dozen different ensembles. 
Brazilian guest percussionist Nana 
Vasconcelos plonks and gibbers 
like a syncretic alien throughout. 

Bach to Africa serves as a nearly 
perfect dialogue between European 
and African equals. The Bach is 
beautiful, needless to say, but 
Akendengue's crystalline arrange- 
ments of Gabon's tribal chants sound 
equally magnificent. In "Bombe," the 
Christian death trip of Bach's "St. 
John's Passion" resonates splen- 
didly with the hand-clapping incan- 
tations of Gabon's Bouiti religion 
(whose adherents consume the 
iboga root as a psychedelic sacra- 
ment). Europe's French horn plays 
off the Ndjobi antelope horn amid 
interweaving choral voices. 

Akendengue is no less concerned 
with the big sacred picture on his 
luxurious and mostly acoustic solo 
album, Maladite. For the title track, a 
meditation on dis-ease, he gets a 
native chorus to mimic a looping 
trance machine. Other songs concern 
God, political sovereignty, African 
music, sibling love, and the nature 
of being. Akendengue roams freely 
through musical idioms as well, from 
the folkie circles of "Eau Claire" to the 
dance party in "Eleke." Like Bartok 
or Stravinsky, he adores his coun- 
try's folk music but feels no qualms 
about taking it to a more complexly 
personal level. (Fortunately, soukous 



guitarist Maika Munan appears 
whenever Akendengue's capital-A 
art gets out of hand.) Akendengue 
proves that great African music con- 
tains more than good-time kings 
and township chants; it can, in 
fact, get downright architectonic. 
(Melodie/Qualiton, 24-02 40th Ave., 
Long Island City, NY 11101) 

RICHARD GEHR 



IZM DE LA SOUL 
Stakes Is High 

Tommy Boy 

On "Betta Listen," the chippie Pos- 
dnuos is about to bed confesses 
that "I've owned thoughts of you 
since that song 'Meenie Meenie' / 
Can't believe you about to be all up 
in between me." And hey, I can 
relate; who among us didn't fall in 
love with rap all over again upon 
first hearing "Buddy" back in '89? 
Pos, Trugoy the Dove, and Maseo 
are a long way from that daisy age, 
though. On the cranky Stakes Is 
High, ten out of 17 tracks accuse 
other rappers of being "false 
tongues" who "try keeping it real" 
but "should be keeping it right." By 
the out-and-out fed-up title cut, 
Dove is "sick of swole-head rappers 
with their sickening raps." 

From the moment they sampled 
"Peg" on their debut record, De La 
Soul have always been more "lawn" 
than "street" (even for white kids, 
Steely Dan is a signifier of terminal 
nerdiness), and this is hardly their 
first dust-up with the forces of real- 
ness — the struggle for street cred 
was the making and unmaking of 
1991's conflicted De La Soul Is 
Dead. But it's especially dismaying 
on the heels of Buhloone Mindstate, 
which trotted out Maceo Parker, 
Shortie No Mas, and Takagi Kan in 
a demonstration of rap's mult i gener- 
ational, multigendered, and multina- 
tional possibilities. 

Though the wordplay is typically 
sharp and elusive ("She was a ghetto 
philosopher / Yeah, you know the 
type / Thinking Mary J. and Sade 
understood her strife") on Stakes, 
De La's musical chops have gone by 
the wayside. Recording for the first 
time without producer Prince Paul 
(whose work on the Gravediggaz 
record indicates how important he 
was to their sound), De La Soul 
have settled for a series of service- 
able, midtempo grooves. There's a 
not-unpleasing nimbleness about 
Stakes, but toying with a groove, not 
merely establishing it, has always 
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been the appeal of a De La record. 
Only the final cut, "Big Brother 
Beat," sporting guitar noise, synth 
bleeps, and shouts of "iMandeka!" 
comes close to capturing that vibe. 

Too bad. The reign of the gangstas 
has been long and often wearisome, 
but the recent success of the 
Fugees demonstrates that there's a 
potentially huge audience for Native 
Tongue-type stylings. Which would 
seem to leave room for hip-hop's 
most open-minded creators to move 
us with another left-field masterpiece. 
But all Stakes offers up is Pos slag- 
ging rappers for "projecting like ya 
hard / When in fact ya quite vaginal." 

Meanie. jeff salamon 
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KRISTINE W 
Land of the Living 

RCA 

The last white American female to 
come on this strong in the world of 
dance music was Madonna. Kristine 
W shares that pioneer's flair for 
exhibitionism. This daughter of a 
country singer is a former Miss 
Washington (and winner in the Miss 
America swimsuit and talent compe- 
titions) who for the last several years 
has been the star of her own Las 
Vegas revue, where she struts much 
plumage while belting the classics, 
such as those of her idol, Donna 
Summer. But unlike Madonna, Kris- 
tine Weitz's vocal talents include 
both torch-song croons and gospel 
shouts. She radiates the pain and 
exultation essential to the religious 
club-music experience, and she's 
more introspective than the average 
diva. After a series of forgettable 
singles with producers who tried 
to package her as a generic R&B 
queen, she has teamed up with 
Rollo and Rob D. — respected English 
club-music creators — to turn out 
one of the most artful song-oriented 
dance albums in years. 

At once pop and progressive, 
Land of the Living serves up jazz 
and soul flavors amid shimmering 
electronic trance grooves and 
pounding house beats. Although 
she could easily sell her soul for 
Adult Contemporary commerciality, 
this classy anomaly opts for a far 
more edgy transatlantic disco- 
cabaret fusion. When she sings a 
ballad, dreamy trip-hop rhythms per- 
colate beneath her pensive musings. 
On "Sweet Mercy Me," one of the few 
downtempo tracks, ethereal textures 
turn caustic and rake the singer 
over Nine Inch Nails noise. "Jazzin"' 



brings real horns into the Latin house 
mix, while "Breathe" and "Prairie 
Day" prove the singer has a poten- 
tial future as a porno chanteuse. 

What Kristine W does better than 
any other singer is ride the dance- 
music equivalent of Nirvana's roller 
coaster of dynamics. Just as alter- 
native rock pumps up the drama 
with the multiple shocks that come 
from shifting from subdued verse to 




screaming chorus and back again, 
Rollo and Rob D. drop the beat and 
build it back up to create the highs 
and lows of the soundscape: the 
epic mixing style that's the latest 
club buzz. Although this often 
sprawling style is here mostly con- 
densed into single-ready tracks, 
Rollo's Big Mix of "One More Try" 
shows what the team can do free of 
time restraints. Clocking in at nine 
and a half minutes, the tour de force 
is the anthemic techno equivalent of 
Thelma Houston's disco master- 
piece "Don't Leave Me This Way" — 
a pleading, ultimately triumphant 
testimony of will and desire. With 
the market for smart, substantial 
dance-pop proven by recent Every- 
thing but the Girl, this serious show- 
girl should be able to give up her 
night job any day now. 

BARRY WALTERS 



U BLUES TRAVELER 
Live From the Fall 

A&M 

I told my older brother, who claims 
that boogie terrorized actual '70s 
people more than art-rock or singer- 
songwriter mush, that Blues Trav- 
eler are okay. He said I ate too much 
Taco Bell. I insisted that Blues Trav- 
eler's new one, a bunch of concert 
recordings, is a move the band had 
to make after nearly turning into TV 
superstars with "Run-around" and 
"Hook," the way-catchy singles that 
drove their fourth album (Four) past 
sales of five million. He winced, 
maintained that important boogie 
occasionally occurs, but that usually 
it amounts to guitar parts repeated 
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with mind-numbing monotony and 
no attention to surrounding musical 
context Cool, I said, just like techno. 

Boogie, you know, outside of the 
bluesy English stuff that the Pooh 
Sticks like, came from the South — 
like Lynyrd Skynyrd, who my brother 
grudgingly praises, or ZZ Top before 
they became TV superstars playing 
new wave, or the kind of "rock" that 
now only Travis Tritt remembers. 
But Blues Traveler figure that some- 
body outside new country has still 
gotta boogie. They're from the New 
York/New Jersey area, so on Live 
From the Fall, they do a 13-minute 
jam called "Closing Down the Park," 
about authorities sweeping out un- 
desirables. Of the three songs that 
begin the album, this kicks hardest. 
All are long, blurry, spacey excursions 
with that righteous harmonica from 
Blues Traveler chairman John Pop- 
per. Then they do a slower, catchier 
thing called "Regarding Steven" about 
a kid with no family that reminds 
you of how the Grateful Dead, old 
masters of California rich-hippie 
boogie, sometimes stood in for one. 

The music, as I've tried to clue in 
my brother, doesn't aim for Dave 
Matthews-style importance, exactly. 
It shoots for comfort and usefulness. 
In the last quarter of the record, 
Blues Traveler "interpolate," as they 
say in their credits (what vaudevil- 
lians), tunes like "The Inchworm" and 
Beck's "Loser" into an endless jam 
of "Go Outside and Drive" and "Low 
Rider" before doing their stout (yet 
mystifying) version of John Lennon's 
"Imagine." It's all very hippie-dippie- 
do-anything-you-like-we-can-play- 
anything-in-the-key-of boogie. You 
can, I told my brother, just turn it up, 
pretend to get high, and forget every- 
thing except Blues Traveler's relaxed 
blast. You can choose to visit the 
new Blues Traveler planet of old 
boogie, where TV superstars do and 
don't yet exist. james hunter 



EM GRUPO 
EXTERMINADOR 
Dedicado A Mis Novias 

Fonovisa 

How to dance to "El Venao": Stiffen 
legs like Frankenstein's monster, 
open eyes wide, spread fingers 
above forehead like antlers, stomp 
around to loco tropical rhythms. 
(First couple times I saw it, I didn't 
realize the words were about a deer, 
so the hand part frightened me a lit- 
tle.) Punctuated by monster-clear- 
ing-its-throat gurgles and originated 



by Dominican Republic merenguers 
Los Cantantes, "El Venao" is the lat- 
est '90s smash (after "Macarena" 
and "Vuela Vuela") that combos all 
over the Latin map compete over. 

Grupo Exterminador, four Mexi- 
can cowhands from the Rio Grande 
whose name kills bugs deader than 
Black Flag and who wear clothes 
seemingly designed from fancy 
window curtains, do the catchiest 
"El Venao" I've heard. They also do 
a nearly identical song called 
"El Tiburon," which my diccionario 
translates as "The Shark," leading 
me to wonder how the shark dance 
goes. Their record label told me 
Exterminador are a banda group, 
maybe because they wiggle their 
polka oom-pahs with plenty of 
accordion sustain and do lots of 
cover remakes. (Bandas wreck 
every song there is; e.g., Banda 
Bahia's 1995 album had renditions 
of "Ghostbusters," "My Way," 
Los Fabulosos Cadillacs' "El Mata- 
dor," and Pat Boone's "Speedy 
Gonzalez"!) But Exterminador's 
more Tex-Mexy border stuff, includ- 
ing half of this album, is too slow 
for banda — it'd be fairly orthodox 
conjunto or corrido if not for how 
the songs all start with sounds like 
clanking cantina glasses, horses' 
hooves, cocks fighting, and guns 
executing banditos. 

Exterminador's real category, I 
think, is "novelty act." The most 
energetic tracks on Dedicado are 
also the silliest — the deer and 
shark ones, and their cover of 2 in 
a Room's 1990 hip-house hit "Wig- 
gle It." Exterminador play the song 
even faster and looser, with voice- 
chanted drum rolls, "Hasta la vista, 
bay-bee" endings, squeeze boxes 
honking "shave and a haircut, two 
bits," kids calling-and-responding 
louder than the singer. Grown men 
chirp like little girls chirping like 
birds, and Juan Corona shouts out 
questions and leads cheers so his 
band can set up vamps within 
vamps, expanding polka beats into 
genuine Caribbean funk. In 1996, 
this might be the most brand-new 
bag papa's got. (Fonovisa, 7710 

Haskell Ave., Van Nuys. CA 91406) 
CHUCK EDDY 



EM HELTAH SKELTAH 
Nocturnal 

Duck Down/Priority 

With a select few exceptions, the 
most popular forms of hardcore 
expression — the West Coast gangsta 
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and the jiggified, Mafioso name- 
checking, Moet-sipping Easterner — 
have devolved into cartoonish, pre- 
dictable narratives. But fortunately, 
trees do grow in Brooklyn; and some 
of 'em bear the fruit of redemption. 
In 1993 a little-known group called 
Black Moon released an album that 
would become an underground clas- 
sic, Enta Da Stage. Thus was born 
the Bootcamp Clik and their distinct 
brand of sonic mayhem: quirky, 
Caribbean-influenced lyrical phras- 
ing atop deep, moody tracks. Black 
Moon's offering was soon followed 
by Smif-N-Wessun's equally com- 
pelling Dah Shinin'. Now Boot- 
camp's third edition, Heltah Skeltah, 
release their own opus, Nocturnal. 

As former members of the Decep- 
tions (a Brooklyn-based gang that 
terrorized NYC high schools in the 
late '80s), Ruck and Rock— Heltah 
Skeltah's twin cannons — could be 
expected to do the obvious: rehash 
how many broken bodies they've left 
in their wake. Uhhh-uhhh. Noctumafs 
menace doesn't come from self-pro- 
paganda. Heltah Skeltah derive 
their edge from the dynamic vocal 
presence delivered by Rock's low- 
pitched growls and Ruck's irra- 
tionally tinged mutterings; dark, gritty 
production; and the duo's creative 
song structuring, as on "Therapy," a 
scintillating bit of back-and-forth 
wordplay which has Ruck playing 
the gruff psychiatrist to Rock's tor- 
mented patient, and "Sean Price," 
where Ruck appropriates Super 
Cat's haunting lament from "I'm Not 
Sure Anymore" to chilling effect. 

Nocturnal never takes the hard- 
edged vibe over the line. The two 
MCs possess a dry sense of humor 
that gives the album a multidimen- 
sional feel. Nocturnal's only set- 
backs are length — toward the end of 
the album the songs begin to suffer 
"soundalike" syndrome — and that 
despite their technical prowess (lyri- 
cal delivery, tone, etc.), Ruck and 
Rock don't evidence the lyrical sub- 
stance demanded of top-flight mike 
wielders. Nevertheless, Nocturnal is 
a stimulating record; get your hard- 
core thing and leave the Versace 
and the Colombians at home. 

SELWYN SEYFU HINDS 
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D GENERATION 
No Lunch 

Columbia 

D Generation is an endearingly 
cranky cartoon of New York City 
youth gone mild — ex-hardcore brats 



who vandalized the East Village in 
the early '80s and never left, eventu- 
ally helping launch a club (Coney 
Island High) just so they could 
dance funky to records by home- 
town Queens heroes Kiss and the 
Ramones. Yet their eagerly cynical 
glam-punk remained a secret equa- 
tion — if you weren't on the guest list 
it didn't add up. And after 1994's 
listlessly recorded, lamely promoted 
debut, bartenders winked free drinks 
in other directions, like at those 
gate-crashing Spacehog blokes. 

But all that's history to the curb 
with D Gen's unceremoniously named 
Wo Lunch, which romantically ani- 
mates the no-future in New York's 




dreaming like a John Garfield movie 
with spiky hair. Sharply produced by 
new wave elder Ric Ocasek (Bad 
Brains, Weezer), the band strikes a 
pose like the Dead Boys all dressed 
up for your love, i.e., not-so-young, 
still friggin' loud, and too snotty for 
anybody's good. On "Scorch," the 
opener, guitarists Danny Sage and 
Richard Bacchus snarl at each other 
for a stunning 1:17. "She Stands 
There" follows rapid-fire, with singer 
Jesse Maiin squealing an unexpect- 
edly nuanced croon amid the tattoo- 
flexing power-pop. "Capital Offender," 
the potential sellout anthem, has a 
relaxed, ah-ah chorus and an al- 
most quaint storyline about a star- 
crossed rocker who shoots his A&R 
man outside a liquor store. As Malin 
observes (of himself?) on "Too 
Loose," "Some call it art and make it 
clean / You're not so smart." 

Far readier for their close-up than 
two years ago, the band re-recorded 
four songs from the debut, and 
while Ocasek could've done the 
Billy Idol shuffle — dumb down the 
guitars, silly up the vocals, make the 
beat go boom! — he simply decided 
to ask the musical question: Can you 
jokers actually play the role? Per- 
haps surprising even their girlfriends, 
the boys nailed their lines. Malin, 
who could've been the Dion of the 
punk revival if he hadn't been blessed 
with the voice of Vito and the Salu- 
tations, unclenches his fists and 
connects. And the band's mythos — 



Bob Marley, Peter Gabriel 
with Youssou N'Dour Gipsy Kings, 
Johnny Clegg and Juluka. Toni Childs, 
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challenged street-theater urchins 
struggling to "make it" in B-movie 
terms — finally sounds more com- 
pelling than corny. Despite their birth- 
right of cynicism, D Generation 
defiantly believe in rock'n'roll's bur- 
lesque. They just wanna wrap the 
dirty city up in (less than) three 
tumultuous minutes and stuff it in 
your back pocket. Charles aaron 
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WEEN 

12 Golden Country Greats 

Elektra 

Just about any half-drunk garage 
band will give the ol' two-step a try 
just for yucks. But leave it to Ween, 
a band that's turned the chortling 
genrefuck into an art form, to make 
it their first concept album. Yep, 
those darned Ween boys have 
gone country. 

The animus is probably the same 
that spawned John Trubee's classic 
single, "A Blind Man's Penis" — the 
joy of hearing a Hank Williams-ish 
crooner sing lyrics like "Vomit on 
me baby / Yeah-yeah-yeah." But while 
Trubee got his gag lyrics recorded 
by answering a send-your-lyrics- 
to-Nashville ad, brothers Gene 
and Dean went to Tennessee and 
hired 12 bona fide country session 
musicians. As Dean notes in the bio, 
the fifth Ween record actually has 
three guys named "Buddy" playing 
on it. 

This anti-DlY methodology makes 
sense, since Dean and Gene afford 
country about the same respect 
they do Philly soul, British prog- 
rock, '70s bubblegum, and mariachi 
balladeering, which is to say shit- 
loads. The problem is that while 12 
Golden Country Greats approaches 
these dustbowl laments and blue- 
grass breakdowns with utter sin- 
cerity and hard-won expertise, the 
concept also flattens the Ween 
aesthetic, trading murky lo-fi won- 
der for authenticity and forgoing the 
sweeping panorama of styles and 
attitudes that made Chocolate and 
Cheese such a hoot. 

True to form, though. Ween man- 
age to offend just about everyone 
with their catalog of sociological put- 
downs and done-me-wrong mis- 
ogyny. Which is, in a weird way, their 
saving grace. Offensive as, say, the 
homophobic overtones of "Mister 
Richard Smoker" are, the sprightly 
Western-swing number is — I can't 
help it — hilarious, dissing a night- 
club predator with lines like "Ciga- 
rettes and coffee breath / Little boys 



on crystal meth." What makes 12 
Golden Country Greats a decent 
Ween record is its transposition of 
real country into the world of post- 
indie-rock smart-asses — listen to 
Gene's deadpan croon as he pines: 
"I'm trippin', writhin', and squealin' / 
Pukin', lookin' for someone like you." 
Is Ween, like Beck, drafting a new 
porno folk music for our times? Don't 
hold your breath. chris norris 
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DR. OCTAGON 
Dr. Octagon 

Bulk 

I should have seen it coming: 
On Ultramagnetic MCs The Four 
Horsemen, Kool Keith kept scream- 
ing "Enter your spaceship!" like he 
was waiting for E.T. to bring back his 
groceries. On "Earth People," Keith 
(now using the nom de mike Dr. 
Octagon) says, "Earth people, I was 
born on Jupiter" about eight million 
times. Instead of selling his past 
glory (De La Soul took care of that 
years ago by recording a "sequel" to 
Ultra's early-'80s classic "Ego Trip- 
pin'"), he's changed his name and 
gone deeper in the shadows. 

Like fellow organic avant-garde 
visionaries Lee "Scratch" Perry and 
George Clinton, Dr. Octagon hawks 
a benevolent blend of space travel, 
proctology, sex, and Hieronymus 
Bosch on the microphone: "Doo- 
doo in your outer ear / Two cows, a 
zebra jump through your atmos- 
phere / Attack the stomach with 
juice they call gastric / Alien bugs 
with sickle cell get they ass kicked." 
Not exactly "This is how we do it." 

Keith has crossed the country to 
hook up with a young Cali band, 
including a Japanese beatmaker 
named Automator and a Filipino DJ 
named Q-Bert. Automator's produc- 
tion on "Blue Flowers," the album's 
masterpiece, trumps anything by his 
Mo' Wax contemporaries (save DJ 
Shadow): a screechy violin and bass 
loop steer a queasy, melted klezmer 
ride through funkiness. Meanwhile, 
Q-Bert's turntable slashes almost 
steal the show; on "Bear Witness," a 
DJ showcase cut, he shreds more 
text than an indicted Senator. 

Kool Keith and Ultra were the first 
rappers to be both hard and weird, 
popping nonsensical shit because it 
sounded good. Dr. Octagon is a 
welcome return to the irrational, 
destabilized essence and no-rules 
vibe of early hip-hop. (Bulk, 2440 
16th St., Suite 316, San Francisco, 

CA 94103) SASH A FRERE- JONES 
SPIN 103 
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Whatever 

The secret rock origin of techno 
and its offshoots is arguably 
Dick Dale, the King of the Surf 
Guitar, motoring through a run on 
his reverbed Fender — tongue twirls 
homey as a beach party and 
futuristic as the space imagery 
bandied by surf groups from the 
Astronauts in 1963 to Man.. .or 
Astro-Man? today. Rhino's 
Cowabungal The Surf Box 
captures a genre that always put 
instrumental oomph ahead of words, 
using new technology (guitars 
sustained like organs, freaked up 
with whammy bars) and youthful 
slobber (the Surfaris were 
Silverchair's age circa "Wipe Out") 
to create a dream world decorated 
in lounge, spaghetti Western, and 
other ethereals. 

But the forward-leaning essence of 
surf now resides elsewhere. Rave 
Anthems (Sm:)e) compiles the 
nonstop rapture of turn-of-the-'90s 
techno, when computerized 
keyboards stole the sleek primacy 
the electric guitar had stolen from 
the sax. L.T.J Bukem Presents 
Logical Progression (Looking 
Good/London import) is the most 



rhythmically rich drum'n'bass 
compilation I've heard, whir-whizz 
shimmer that's less reggae than 
other jungle, an uncut slice of 
British trendiness. Whereas 
Hardhop & Trypno (Moonshine) 
is a proudly unclassifiable collision 
of oink noise and tough beats; 
hip-hop performed by demonic 
whoopee cushions. The first song 
even hooks around the rubber-band 




cousin of a surf-guitar lick. 

Nineties rock has touted as never 
before music that's either purely 
instrumental or relegates vocals to 
background wash. Island's Quango 
label is the trend's Utne Reader. Its 
compilations — 111 rank them by 
preference — have explored jazzy 
global hip-hop [Abstract Vibes), 
showcased the breezier postpunk 
industrialists who first touted 
exotica (Atomic Audio), contrasted 



Arabic, Latin, and related operatic- 
ecstatic pop spheres [Quango 
World Voices), explored New Age 
global hip-hop (two Journey Into 
Ambient Groove volumes), compiled 
a British label specializing in the 
same [A Taste of Pork), resurrected 
mainstream dub like Sly and Robbie 
[Dubmission), set rai singers to 
Eurodisco (Going Global Series), 
reduced house to syncopated quiet 
storm (Future Soul), and found 
mellow fellows to Sergio Mendes 
(Islandoutpostl). Expertly selected 
but presented without liner info, 
these anthologies are the ultimate in 
hip passivity. 

Veteran artists navigating similar 
waters require a stylistic anchor. For 
Loop Guru, whose samples range 
from PiL to pygmies to Arvo Part, 
it's a salutary willingness to mangle 
music from all three Worlds; too bad 
the tribal drumming on Amrita 
(World Domination) evokes a men's- 
movement enclave. Experts at 
assimilating new electronic trends, 
Orbital construct simple, arching 
keyboard melodies that survive any 
change in synth and rhythmic 
texture. In Sides (ffrr) may be the 
fall-asleep-tc-it record of the year (a 
compliment!). On Mistaken Identity 
(Epic), Vernon Reid, who seemed 
to pander in Living Colour, gets 



down to pre-post-rock basics — the 
blues fluency of his electric guitar — 
and vamps with jazzmen, rappers, 
and sound bites over hip-hop, 
happily swinging up everything 
producers Teo Macero and Prince 
Paul toss him. 

When self-definition fails, 
pretentiousness is the Siren's song 
of instrumentalism. OJ Spooky's 
pomo-Afro-Futurist Songs of a Dead 
Dreamer (Asphodel) is oddly, 
derivatively symphonic, though the 
punkishly minimalist repetitions 
create suspense. Chicagoans David 
Grubbs and Jim O'Rourke's 
collaboration Gastr del Sol is more 
rigorous. Upgrade & Afterlife (Drag 
City) offers a drone heaven where 
orchestras tune up, pianos duet with 
radiator hiss, and a John Fahey 
acoustic arrives with violin courtesy 
of VU associate Tony Conrad. Both 
O'Rourke and Spooky appear on a 
revelatory horror, In Memoriam 
Gllles Deleuze (Mille Plateaux 
import), one of two multi-artist 
tributes to, yup, the selfoffed French 
philosopher. Ifs all blips, blobs, cut- 
ups, and squelches — Industrial 
Culture redux masquerading as the 
future of the funk. 

I miss Surf City, eric weisbard 
Call Throb, (212) 533-2328, for hard- 
to-find releases. 
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SINGLES 

by Charles Aaron 

o f older fans who might foolishly venture 
out to Sex Pistols' reunion shows, John "Johnny 
Rotten" Lydon recently cracked: "I hope it rains 
and you get your wheelchairs stuck in the mud." 
In other words, he's banking on a whole new 
generation of fans who think punk rock is an 
abrasive Mountain Dew commercial or something. 




fugees, "Killing Me Softly" (Ruffhouse/ 
Columbia) What's rarely mentioned is that the 
Fugees escaped the "alternative rap" lockdown 
by looking backward, not forward — i.e., digging 
deep in the reggae crates for hip-hop's roots. 
And while their pop breakthrough, like so many, 
is an R&B cover, that's where the routine ends. 
Lauryn Hill's reimagining of the lyrics (from 
Roberta Flack's 1973 hit) as a sound-boy swoon 
is deeply inspired — the word "killing" takes 
on even more resonance — and her voice drips 
melted butter from the speakers. 

JONATHAN fire-eater, Tremble Under Boom 
Lights EP (The Medicine Label) Sallying forth 
like most excellent private-school boys on drugs 
(lead singer Stewart Lupton recently visited 
rehab) or a soave-bolla Jon Spencer Blues 
Explosion, New York City's resident cute-band- 
alert gets by on miles and miles of style. This 
five-song EP skimps on melodies in favor of 
Walter Martin's wonderfully loopy organ and 
Lupton's winsome, Mark E. Smith wordshtick. 
But "Give Me Daughters" is a truly eccentric toe- 
tapper for everybody who's so over Pavement. 



PANCHO KRYZTAL, "Black Girl" (Scratchie/ 
Roadrunner) Tributes to "African queens," etc., 
are usually charmless and patronizing, but Pancho 
(from Chicago's northside Jamaican 'hood) 
elevates the genre, mixing sublimely sweet R&B 
harmonies with a commanding, DJ-next-door chat 
style. The nimble dancehall production, courtesy 
of Sir Raf Allen (Shaggy), ricochets amongst 
16(1) different drum tracks and, sneakily, 
no bass. The first single from the sprightly Jam 
Down Vibrations compilation, assembled by 
riddim archivist Jeremy "Scratchie" Freeman. 

QUAD CITY DJ'S, "C'Mon 'N Ride It (The Train)" 
(Big Beat/Atlantic) Butt-funk visionaries C.C. 

Lemonhead and Jay Ski (95-South's 
"Whoot! There It Is," 69 Boyz's 
"Tootsee Roll") are back with an 
even more ingeniously sampled, 
soulfuily swinging take on Miami 
Bass. The arrangement — almost 
an Afro-Cuban jazz bugout — is, 
daresay, sophisticated. Appropriate 
for dancers of all persuasions, 
even if you're not a double-jointed 
porno actress. 

veruca SALT, Blow It Out Your 
Ass It's Veruca Salt EP (DGC) At 
this point, rock fuddy-duddies will 
probably never get off Veruca 
Salt's supposedly privileged stick, 
but as John Lydon once said of his 
detractors, "Tough titty"; or as 
singer/guitarist Louise Post says 
on this EP's from-a-scream-to-a- 
whisper, guitar-grinding ditty "I'm 
Taking Europe With Me": "Bite 
your tongue, you fucking bastard." 
These four songs, two each by 
Post and singer/guitarist Nina 
Gordon, kick, squirm, bum out, 
perk up, and get testy in your face 
with some tasty feedback. 
Produced by ait-rock gun-for-hire Steve Albini 
(Bush, Pixies) with his customary stiff-necked 
rigor, crisp drum sound, and acid "wit." 

VOLEBEATS, Bittersweet EP (Third Gear) The 
only upside to the so-called "alternative country" 
movement is that a few gifted long-sufferers like 
Lucinda Williams and Dave Alvin might actually 
get some decent gigs for a change. Otherwise, 
it's just a glorified beer-bust for well-connected 
'80s-indie types (Wilco, Son Volt, Golden Smog) 
experiencing rock-dude menopause. Unfortunately, 
Detroit's unconnected Volebeats have been 
overlooked in the hubbub. The five originals 
here, by four different band members, slip up on 
you, working the fine line between yearning and 
woeful. And their version of Barry White's "I'm 
Gonna Love You Just a Little More Baby" gives 
the famous 1973 seduction an unexpectedly 
mournful, '90s wail. The Godfather of Love would 
love their style. 

ROADRUNNER, 536 Broadway, New York, NY 
10012; THIRD GEAR, PO Box 1886, Royal Oak, 
Ml 48068. 
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The Buddha of Suburbia 



Holy Land: A Suburban 
Memoir 

By D.J. Waldie 
W.W. Norton 

D.J. WALDIE IS the public-Information 
officer of Lakewood, a large 
Southern California suburb on the 
periphery of Long Beach. Waldie 
lives alone in the house he grew up 
in, one of 17,500 homes erected by 
developers in the early 1950s. In 
this short, sad book, Waldie takes a 
redemptive stab at describing how 
the place he lives came to be. 

When people have too much 
chaos in their lives, they want order; 
and when too much order, chaos. 
'Twas ever thus. Here in America, 
order got a big mid-century push 
when postwar housing demands set 
the stage for "planned communities" 
that usurped the farmlands that 
used to surround metropolises. 
These predictable and pristine 
suburbs offered a safety zone. 
Families could be shielded both 
from nature as well as from cities 
populated increasingly by such 
undesirables as blacks, browns, and 




Jiok 




Jews. Suburbs were intended to 
give people faith in the constancy of 
life. Nevertheless, you get the 
impression that there is a hole at the 
bottom of the bucket of faith from 
which the Catholic author sips. 
"Daily life here has an inertia that 
people believe in," he writes. 

Actually, there was always some- 
thing a little too pure about suburbs. 
"Seen from above," writes Waldie of 
some famous aerial views of 
Lakewood's construction, "the grid is 
beautiful and terrible." But as anyone 
who grew up in a suburb knows, this 
grid disguises some weird and 
wonderful secrets. John Updike 
chronicled an adulterous suburban 
bacchanal in his best books. More 
recently, the suburban jungle of 
Calvin and Hoboes and the esoteric 
mythos of Vertigo's Books of Magic 
comic portray 'burbs bubbling with 
mystery and excitement, pagan 
places hidden beneath the veil of 
order. What could possibly be more 
archaic than a barbecue, after all? 

Waldie's community teeters on 
the brink of chaos. It requires 
constant vigilance against nature's 
untamed intentions. "It is 
unlawful to tell the future in my 
city," he writes. Astrology, 
palmistry, and clairvoyance are 
all taboo. The token tree planted 
in each front yard buckles the 
sidewalk, while its foliage hides 
the mall's big corporate logo. 
The city's flood-prevention 
system makes the streets 
overflow with water whenever 
it rains. Violence and death 
seem oddly squelched, too. 
When Waldie is mugged, he 
collapses backward onto a 
neighbor's lawn, unharmed And 
how the hell do you keep the 
dogs from barking? 

Waldie elegantly links all the 
little larcenies that add up to 
civilization as we know it. Much 
of Holy Land considers race, in- 
cluding the irony of "covenants" 
that would have barred the 
development's three Jewish 



builders from residing there. 
Lakewood itself was the product of 
a scam involving Federal Housing 
Administration loans and hundreds 
of dummy corporations. And the 
purpose of Lakewood, in a sense, 
was to deliver residents to busi- 
nesses, much as magazines are 
used to deliver readers to ad- 
vertisers. A subdivision's population 
density determines its "yield," and 
"density," Waldie whispers, "is what 
developers sell to the builders of 
shopping centers." 

Consisting of 316 essays ranging 
in size from a single line to most of 
a page, Holy Land plunges from its 
aerial view into the earth itself. It 
offers a cutaway view of the water 
table, recounting the Chinatown- 
style political hijinks that get water 
out of the ground and into the toilet 
bowls of Southern California. Some 
sections function like a historical 
lens, zooming outward from the 
author's 50-by-1 00-foot lot to the 
land's original dispensation 
by the King of Spain. The 
Lakewood grid is linked to 
that of Los Angeles, itself 
sprung from a model for all 
Spanish colonial settlements. 
"That grid," adds Waldie, 
"came from God." 

Waldie's narrative voice 
drifts back and forth between 
the first and third persons. 
He employs the latter when 
alluding to the profound 
effect his father's death — 
resulting from a heart attack 
in the family bathroom — had on him. 
He mentions a Girl Who Got Away 
(who is now his tenant). He walks to 
work and back, a lonely pedestrian 
in a world of cars. And he draws 
a certain amount of solace from 
his faith, but probably not enough. 
He is, after all, a man convinced 
that "each of us is crucified," and 
that "his own crucifixion is the 
humiliation of living the life he has 
made for himself." The suburban 
grid is his cross to bear, and they 
are mean streets indeed. • 




M31: A Family Romance 

By Stephen Wright 
Delta Trade Paperbacks 
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Choose Hype 



Trainspotting 

Directed by Danny Boyle 
Miramax 

Stealing Beauty 

Directed by Bernardo Bertolucci 
Fox Searchlight 



"CHOOSE LIFE? WHY would I want to 
do a thing like that?" So goes the 
prickly, super-ironic anthem of nov- 
elist Irvine Welsh's Scottish junkie 
saga Trainspotting, which in three 
short years has seen the center of 
the pop-culture cyclone first as an 
international bestseller, then as a 
smash London play, and now as a 
hyperventilating movie by director 
Danny Boyle. Indeed, Boyle's movie 
vaunts its hip pedigree in every 
nervous frame, and accordingly 
disembarks onto Stateside soil wav- 
ing huge flags of hype — no British 
movie in memory has labored under 
such an acclamatory load. Hype is 
like fiber: Though it may seem you 
can never get enough, too much of 
it will make your colon fall out. 

It would be a shame if Trainspot- 
ting was beset by backlash, because 
while it doesn't live up to its her- 
alds, it shudders with energy and 
conviction. As in his first film, Shal- 
low Grave. Boyle's up-your-nose 
style of filmmaking is a ghoulish 
hoot; he shoots scenes from the 



insides of hypodermics 
and toilet bowls, and 
his camera angles and 
sharp edits are free- 
standing jokes. And 
that's where the film 
leaves all drug movies 
save Drugstore Cowboy 
tar behind: It's a shitty, 
gruesome riot, capturing the sar- 
donic interior universe of Welsh's 
Edinburgh junkies while remaining 
true to its harrowing place and time. 

Unlike the novel, which is a storm 
of wicked interior monologues, 
Boyle's movie concentrates on Mark, 
the sensitive straight man amid a 
pack of idiot losers, unscrupulous 
boy-toys, and psycho bar-brawlers, 
nearly all of whom climb aboard or 
jump off the smack wagon at a 
moment's notice. As Mark, the sharp- 
eyed Ewan McGregor (the black 
heart and soul of Shallow Grave) 
leads us through this self-made hell 
with a wry Celtic smirk, whether 
he's jonesin' for a fix, going all Lost 
Weekend while battling withdrawal, 
or preaching in the wilderness about 
how Scottish identity is a load of 
crap. The story, such as it is, whips 
from euphoric hit to doomed epi- 
sode in a No Exit, no-future whorl, 
the "Choose Life" dictum forever 
hanging over Mark's head like an 
indecipherable Zen koan. 

Boyle and Welsh aren't interested 




on junk ■ From left, Jon 
Lee Miller. Ewan McGregor. Kevin 
Mcfiidd, and Ewen BremneriK the 
good-for-naughts of Trainspotting. 



in their gang of smackheads as 
addictive personalities — which they 
definitely are — but as the trickle- 
down refuse of social malaise. (As 
the film makes clear, Scots have 
more reason to dope up than Ameri- 
can college kids.) Unfortunately, the 
dynamic of junkie movies is a little 
like that of pornography — all the 
mainlining, glazed stupors, and 
drooling can't help but be several 
steps less fascinating than getting 
high yourself. 

Trainspotting tries to overcome 
the tedium of scag with Clockwork 
Orange-borrowed visual hyperbole, 
hell-bent soundtrack throb (from the 
likes of Pulp, Elastica, and Iggy Pop), 
and pratfalls, but there's a nagging 
sense that Boyle & Co. have gone a 
long way to evade the authentic 
costs of junkiehood. Even the funeral 
of an AIDS victim is a cause for 
bad-mannered wit. If I preferred 
Drugstore Cowboy's larky, almost 
lazy rhythms, it might be because 
Gus Van Sant wasn't set on crack- 
ing me up come hell or high water. 

A quite different portrait of a 
demimonde about to implode, 
Bernardo Bertolucci's Stealing 
Beauty could have used a dose of 
Boyle's balls-to-the-wall sensibility, 
as well as the narrative imperative 
of a narcotic habit. A sunstruck visit 
with artistic expatriates In Tuscany 
(magically photographed by king of 
darkness Darius Khondji), Bertolucci's 
movie yearns for a relevant story to 
tell just as Liv Tyler's virginal Ameri- 
can maiden yearns for deflowering. 
Novelist Susan Minot wrote the 
script, and so Bertolucci's florid, 
rather sophomoric notions of deca- 
dent eroticism and parabohemian 



lifestyles are delivered in elliptical, in- 
conclusive fiction-workshop parcels. 

Beware of middle-age filmmakers 
erecting testaments to the magic 
and glory of cherry-popping: Every 
character, from terminally ill patient 
Jeremy Irons, grumpy sculptor 
Donal McCann, advice columnist 
Stefania Sandrelli, and smug lawyer 
D.W. Moffett to a score of randy 
young Tuscan hunks, are "intoxi- 
cated" by Tyler's budding sexuality. 
Tyler is also searching for the 
identity of her biological father 
(a wasted cue for an Aerosmith 
cameo), but the quest is incidental 
to the scenery and sex banter. Also 
riding a crest of Euro-hype, Stealing 
Beauty asks only one important 
question: Why has Bertolucci, once 
one of the world's greatest filmmak- 
ers, become satisfied with being a 
dirty old man? a> 



COMING ATTRACTIONS 

Resurrected by Miramax at its most 
Tarantino-indulgent. Jack Hill's 
Switchblade Sisters (1975) is 
far from being merely a 70s drive- 
in fossil — this campy girl-gang 
Gotterdammerung snowballs from 
hamburger-stand knife-fight to 
full-fledged class war. waged by 
"Little Red Book -reading militant 
black feminists with tommy guns. 
Dripping with accidental Godard- 
isms. the movie has a mythic 
bluntness to it that suggests its 
absurd juvenile-delinquent power 
struggles are of universal, even 
cosmic, import — it could be a 
parable on the Fall of Troy. See it 
to believe it. 
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continued from page 52 

these many years, working rock's back roads 
and state fairs. And they're stoked that Kiss 
are getting together again because it validates 
their devotion — they've been clamoring for a 
reunion tour for years, and finally their prayers 
have been answered. 

"Every day, at every Kiss convention, that was 
the first question they were always asked: 'When 
are you gonna get back together?' " says Maga- 
long. "They wanted to give it to us. I think they 
really want to do it." 

John Stockwell has a prediction. "They will do 
this for two or three years and that'll be it. 
Because they will be eligible for the Rock and 
Rock Hall of Fame in 1999. And there will be no 
better way than to go out on top." The rest of the 
room nods in agreement. They hold out hope that 
when Kiss get to the top, they're bringing all their 
friends with them. 

Psychiatrists call it the primal scene: the 

tremulous emotional upheaval of a child watching 
his parents make love. I have never observed this 
fateful scene, but I've seen something equally 
wrenching. I have seen the members of Kiss in 
flagrante delicto — i.e., without their makeup — one 
April evening, bowling. 

It's lead guitarist Ace Frehley's birthday. And 
as part of Gene and Paul's ongoing efforts to 
make Ace and Peter feel part of the family again, 
a surprise party is being thrown. 

The potential for hard feelings is still there. The 
four are diplomatic around each other, and make 
a show of their mutual attentiveness. They've 
hammered out a contract that, they hope, leaves 
nothing to argue over. 

"The rules of this game are very simple," Sim- 
mons explains a few days later. "To get back into 
Kiss you have to do what we say." We is Stanley 
and Simmons. One rumor has we reaping 80 per- 
cent of tour profits to Criss and Frehley's 20 per- 
cent, but we don't like to talk about money. 
"There are four members in the band, and every- 
body's in the same car," explains Simmons. "But 
just by design, two guys have to be in front and 
two guys in the back." 

He bowls a frame, then starts working this Studio 
City room. Simmons's friends in Helmet are here, 
and the band's guitarist, Page Hamilton, corners 
him, begging him to let Helmet take the tour-open- 
ing slot Stone Temple Pilots have jeopardized. 
"We really want to go on tour with you," Hamilton 
exclaims. "Fuck punk rock! Fuck punk rock!" 

Simmons is noncommittal. As he takes his 
turn again, I make the startling discovery that in 
order to grip a bowling ball, one must make the 
Satanic sign of the beast, pinkie and index fin- 
gers extended. Kiss were once picketed by Chris- 
tian fundamentalists who spread a rumor that the 
name stood for Knights In Satan's Service. Today 
another rumor is born: that Gene Simmons sold 
his soul to master the 7-10 split. 

It's clear from the way the pins cringe in 
submission why they call Simmons the God of 
Thunder. And Stanley, too, shows a steady hand 
as he mows down frame after frame. Meanwhile, 



Frehley sits a little bit apart, looking lost, smiling 
sheepishly. He's always been the moodiest, most 
down-to-earth person in the band, never as com- 
fortable in the spotlight as the two guys in the 
front seat. When it's his turn to bowl, Frehley 
slumps up to the line and hurls the ball sideways 
with two hands. It's not worth a deuce. 

Frehley grew up in the Bronx, his childhood 
more violent in the telling than Stanley's and Sim- 
mons's. He was a member of the Ducky Boys 
street gang. If you saw A Bronx Tale, you saw his 
high school, where race rumbles were common. 

"Half of my friends are dead now or OD'd," 
says Frehley. "My best friend hung himself at 
Rikers Island. It was a rocky road — but music got 
me away from those people." 

In the wild world of Kiss, Frehley had earned a 
reputation as the wildest. He came back to a 
hotel room in France once with a model and a 
bottle of champagne, and passed out still in 
makeup; when he came to, his eyes were swollen 
shut, a reaction to the silver in the cosmetics. 
Inquire about the time he wrecked his car, and 
he'll ask you to be more specific. Which head 
trauma? Was that the Delorean? 

"In my 20s, I didn't think I was gonna live to be 
30," Frehley says a few days after his birthday. "I 
was surprised I hit 40 — and now I've hit 45, which 
is mind-boggling." 

Frehley was the only Kiss member to score a hit 
from the 1978 solo albums, the punchy "New York 
Groove." Emboldened by success, not getting as 
much attention as Simmons and Stanley, Frehley 
left the band in 1983. He toured with his own out- 
fit, Frehley's Comet. You might as well have called 
them "Kohoutek" for all the people who saw them. 

"There were some hard feelings when I left. I 
had some substance-abuse problems at that 
point in my life. I wasn't thinking straight. I was 
getting very suicidal, frustrated, the syndrome of 
too much too soon. The success of my solo 
album. ..that kind of planted the seed: 'Hey, 
maybe I can do it on my own.' " 

It took Frehley a long while to realize that in the 
time it took him to sleep off last night's bender, 
Simmons and Stanley would have iced a half- 
dozen interviews. "I'll be honest with you," he 
says softly, like someone just getting over an 
operation. "Once I left, it was a lot more of a 
rocky road than I thought it was gonna be. I didn't 
realize how much I depended on Paul and Gene 
and Peter." 

A few days later, drummer Peter Criss tells a 
similar story. It was the gang life that provided 
him with girls and fine clothes and respect, and 
he might have stayed with it except for the vio- 
lence. The irony for him and Frehley, of course, is 
that they found everything in Kiss that they'd 
experienced in gangs — including, ultimately, the 
self-destruction. 

Tired of getting beat up in his Brooklyn neigh- 
borhood, Criss joined the Phantom Lords. He'd 
make zip guns from car antennas and cap pis- 
tols and sell them for $5 a pop, until his grand- 
mother caught him and broke a broomstick over 
his head. 

Criss worked his way up in the gang and 
became war counsel, the man responsible for 
deciding which weapons would be used at the 
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rumble. He liked the life, but then some guy 
came after him with a meat cleaver. 

Being the oldest person in Kiss posed its 
own problems; Criss had been in more bands 
than the others, and came to feel, like Frehley, 
that Stanley and Simmons were bogarting the 
attention. That was especially true after "Beth," 
which Criss sang and cowrote, became Kiss's 
biggest hit, in 1976. 

He drank hard, threw tantrums. Maybe one 
wasted night in Tokyo can stand in for all the 
others. Criss had locked his hotel room door, 
stripped naked, and left a trail of clothes leading 
up to an open window. When the band broke 
down the door, they feared the worst until his 
giggles from under the bed gave him away. 

Criss would be the first to tell you life hasn't 
always been easy since Kiss. His marriage fell 
apart, he lost a 20-room home, his own records 
tanked. About the only time his name surfaced 
after he was fired was in the mid-'80s, when a 
homeless man claiming to be Criss fooled a 
number of reporters and celebrities. The real 
Criss went on Donahue to get his name back — 
and was ambushed by a woman in the audience 
who alleged that she had an affair with him while 
his wife was having a baby. 

Right now, the real Criss is in full costume, 
eating salad while a photographer sets up. 
Speaking in a thick Brooklynese, the 48-year- 
old Criss could play a goombah in a Scorsese 
move, if Scorsese ever filmed Cats. He seems 
almost embarrassingly glad to be back in the 
band. "I never felt happier in my life. I wish I 
would have felt this way when I was younger," 
he says. "You think it's gonna go on forever, and 
then you lose it again. Nobody's gonna take it 
away from me now." 

Now that he's got the cat's superpowers 
back, it's clear how much they mean to him. "I'm 
really cute," he begins. "There's a cuteness, but 
then there's a power, like don't fuck with me. 
You fuck me and I'll kill ya." Suddenly, the 
war counsel is in the room, painted and ready 
for battle. 

"The other Peter — he's not here now. This is a 
stronger character. And the other three guys 
have to be with me; they are my other powers. I 
couldn t be as strong without the others around." 

Long gone are the days when the record com- 
pany had a bottle of champagne, an eighth of 
coke, and a bag of Quaaludes waiting in his 
hotel room. But if the '70s has taken a physical 
toll, you wouldn't know it when Criss is in 
makeup. When he's in character, he doesn't 
quite recognize himself. 

"Look at this face," he laughs. "That's a gift 
from God. I didn't come up with this face. I often 
ask myself, 'Where did that come from?' I could 
have been a fox, or a bear, or — but this is me! 
For some reason I feel so comfortable in this." 

He looks comfortable, too, like he's ready to 
lick up some milk. "I'm serious about it. It's not 
just a gimmick. Fuck you, gimmick!" He sounds 
ready to put my head in a vise. 

"This is a reality, this is what it is, this is what 
we are. And I know that more now than I've ever 
known it. No gimmick. This is Kiss, and it's a 
wonderful thing, man." e> 



DEAD ROCK WEST 

continued from page 66 

I say, "What do you think of the Hard Rock 
Casino?" 

"I like it," Thompson mumbles. 
"Honestly? Why?" 

"Because it answers to the private needs of 
the individual. It's tasteful and clean. It offers the 
kind of variety that people like me need." 

I can't believe what I'm hearing, and say, "I 
can't believe what I'm hearing." 

"You just called for an argument," Thompson 
says. 

"No!" I protest. "I called for a consensus! I 
think it's a heartless place. I don't think it has 
anything to do with Vegas or rock'n'roll. I like it 
better here at the dirty old Horseshoe Casino." 

"Well, girlie, when you get to be my age, you'll 
understand the wisdom of what I'm saying." 

I tell Thompson I am concerned about the 
sanitizing of America. Disney has recently 
moved to Times Square, and is building a family 
haven there, of all places. And now Vegas is 
becoming a second Orlando. What is happening 
to the dark, unsavory neighborhoods of this 
nation? Where will people go for vice? 

"Girlie," Thompson says kindly. "You can't live 
like that forever. You can't be that flagrant and 
decadent 24 hours a day, the way Vegas used to 
be. Bugsy Siegel is dead. You have to clean up 
eventually. And the Hard Rock is clean." 

I ask Thompson one more thing. "But, Hunter?" 
I say. "Don't you miss it? Don't you miss all the 
dirty stuff?" 

After a long moment, he answers in an 
amused and wistful tone. "Oh, yeah. Absolutely." 

Back at the Hard Rock Casino, it's now four 

in the morning. People are still gambling. There 
is a faint whiff of screwdriver-scented vomit by 
the elevator doors. I talk to a young security 
guard, and he says, "I don't know anything about 
how Las Vegas used to be, but I like it better 
now. I understand that it used to be a real dump. 
Apparently, it was really sleazy." 

He is standing in front of the Kurt Cobain 
display case. Inside is a guitar, a jacket, and 
some photographs. The Kurt Cobain display 
case is equipped with two long slits in the glass, 
so fans can slide messages inside. The display 
is therefore littered with poems to Cobain, 
sketches of Cobain, letters for Cobain, etc. 
It's become a shrine. But some clever local 
entrepreneurs also slide their business cards 
inside. On this particular night, the shrine is 
advertising a divorce lawyer, a tattooist, a florist, 
and a taxi service. 

Cobain's display case is the only one I see in 
the Hard Rock Casino that is not sealed. I can't 
help wondering whether the slits were a corpo- 
rate decision, whether someone specifically 
designed this case to collect these fans' mes- 
sages, to add some pathos. This strikes me as 
exploitative. So I write, on a piece of notebook 
paper, "This is exploitative." I slide the paper 
through one of the slits. 

By the next morning, my message is gone. 
The business cards, however, remain. • 
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LIFE AFTER DEATH 

continued from page 84 

running to the market and being horrified by the 
carnage. Even despite all she'd seen, this rattled 
her to the core. She became emotional and began 
to shake as she told me, her voice rising like a 
frightened child's, and for the first time I realized 
how young she really was. "It was terrible, all the 
blood and the screaming. The screaming was the 
worst. It couldn't stop," she said, staring down at 
the hole. Like everyone else who rushed to the 
market, she helped get the wounded treatment. 
Others took away the dead. 

At the time, there was the suggestion, never 
completely dispelled, that the Bosnians had 
bombed their own market, but blamed the Serbs, 
to ignite such international outrage as to force 
NATO's intervention. The Serbs denied they 
bombed the market. At any rate, two days later, 
NATO attacked, bombing Serb artillery and com- 
munications positions, and their tanks and 
bridges. They bombed re- 
lentlessly for three days. 
In almost Biblical fashion, 
the heavens opened up 
and retribution rained on 
the persecutors. 

From the market I went, 
alone, to meet Denis, a Croa- 
tian who had defended Sara- 
jevo. He was 17 and in high 
school before the war. He 
had a chance to go to a 
musical academy but the 
war derailed that. In April 
'92, right at the outset of the 
siege, he volunteered for 
the Bosnian army. 

Because he was young, 
his commanders positioned 
him in the hills as a sniper, 
away from the front lines. 
The first time he killed a 
Serb soldier he threw up. 
He said by the fourth time 
he killed, he liked it 

He is now 21 , sitting oppo- 
site me in the narrow coffee bar, drinking a Coke. 
He is soft-spoken, but his voice, which is actually 
sweet and young while he talks, has a hard 
aftersound, a cold edge. His face is high-cheeked 
and his forehead is high and flat. Long, shiny 
black hair falls away to either side of his face. He 
has a wide nose and his eyes are wide but black. 
They are probably dark brown, really, of course, 
but they look black, piercing but impenetrable, 
like onyx. 

He had to kill soldiers in his own platoon. 
"This war is built on national hate, and in 
the beginning I had to kill the people who had 
aggression on my people, my town. Later on 
there were people who did not like me because I 
was not Muslim. In my squad, the people who 
are always with me, they love me, they respect 
me, like soldier. And they have nothing against 
my religion. But people from other units, they 
have something against that. When he pulled the 
gun, I must pull mine." 
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I asked him how his experiences have 
changed him. 

"I look how I was before — it not change me a 
bit," he said. He feels that the people he fought 
and killed were not "his people," they didn't care 
about or accept him. He doesn't forgive his ene- 
mies. "I will never forgive, because I lost too 
many friends. In eight months, I lost ten people 
from my family. It's not a thing you can forget. 

"I can tolerate them. I can pass time with some 
man, and I know he was a soldier, and he came 
from the Serb side of Sarajevo, and maybe he 
killed, I don't know, my uncle. If he don't talk to 
me, if he don't make contact with me, I will not 
react. But I cannot talk to them, I cannot be on 
the same level as them." 

His girlfriend, Delia, who is sitting with us, 
says she won't forget the war, either. She's 
younger than Denis and hosts her own television 
show, a program for children. "One of my shows, 
we talk about wishes, and one girl, four or five 
years old, I ask her what is her wish, and she 
said, 'My wish is that 
my father come back to 
me.' Her father is dead. 
That girl will never for- 
get. Me too, I will never 
forget." 

Denis got nightmares 
during the war, but not, 
he says, like the ones 
in books where you 
see the face of the man 
you've killed and your 
conscience haunts you. 
In Denis's nightmares, 
his commander was 
always coming to his 
window and screaming 
to him to get ready, that 
they were under attack. 

"This is funny," he 
says, and smiles, and 
Delia lights up, too. 
"When NATO is bomb- 
ing the Serbs positions 
around the city, I had a 
temperature, I was very 
sick, lying in bed, and I heard 'blam, blam,' and I 
stood up looking for my rifle. 'Oh, shit, where is it!' 
And I tried to wake the person next to me, it's my 
sister, but I think its my companion from the pla- 
toon, and I said, 'C'mon, c'mon, we're under 
attack.' And I go to the living room and my par- 
ents are standing by the window and they are 
watching the bombing." 

He doesn't think Sarajevo has much future. 
And if it does, he won't be around anyway — he 
says he's going to go somewhere else and try to 
live his life normally. He wants to go to California, 
but even though he plays in a band now, he doesnt 
think he'll be able to work as a musician in Amer- 
ica, because there are too many professional 
musicians. He doesn't believe the war changed 
his music, beyond giving it the benefit of his 
experience. "My music is not something the war 
can change," he says flatly. 

I asked him what the best moment of his 
life was. "When I buy my first electric guitar, 
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just before the war. Then, when the war started, 
a grenade flew into my room and — there's 
no more guitar!" He smiled again. "The best 
moment of my life, and then the saddest mo- 
ment of my life." 

As we end the interview, Delia tells me she'd 
like to make a statement, but she's worried 
about her grammar. I told her not to worry about 
her grammar, and she said: "When I was little 
girl, there were all kinds of churches and mosques 
in Sarajevo, all religion, and they were in 100 
meters together, and everybody was tolerate of 
everybody else. That is my souvenir of Sarajevo, 
that is what I want to see happen again." 

In the taxi on the way to the ruins of the 

library, Suki told me a story about a Bosnian 
gangster who has risen to folk-hero status. 
"He was the first man in Sarajevo to pick up 
weapon — it was old army gun but it worked — and 
say we must defend ourselves, and we must kill 
the Serbs who try to destroy Sarajevo. He was 
the first and then others join him. He killed so 
many Serbs. I tell you, everybody was loved this 
man, bel'ee me." 

He was an incredibly fierce and brutal fighter, 
who could and did kill with his bare hands. He tor- 
tured some of his victims and severed the head 
of one of them. "But then he changed sides," Suki 
continued, "and fought for the Serbs and killed 
Muslims on the front lines. The Serbs paid him 
more money. Everybody in Sarajevo was so dis- 
appointed." I asked her what happened to him. 

"I don't know what happen'd to him." 

The library was the pride of Sarajevo, and 
acknowledged as one of the great ones of 
Europe for its renowned collection of antique 
texts and priceless books. Scholars from all over 
the world visited. The Serb Nationalists targeted it 
deliberately, to eradicate the Muslim heritage 
while they attempted to eradicate their race. 

Only the walls and the carved stone columns, 
worn smooth by the ages so that the once intri- 
cate fine figures have been blunted to their crude 
essential shapes, still stand. The steps outside 
have been rounded by impacted ice. The inside 
staircases, because the windows and roof are 
gone, are slopes of ice. 

We were alone while we were there, which 
was strange, as if time was momentarily sus- 
pended. It was snowing and soft flakes fell silently 
and slowly, like the souls of all the destroyed 
words returning to the library. While Loren took 
pictures, I made my way up to the second floor, 
slipping and falling as I climbed the slope on all 
fours. When I made it to the balcony, I looked 
down at a heap of red bricks on the ground floor 
covered with a layer of snow like freezer burn. 
Underfoot was rubble. I picked up a small stone 
and took my glove off to feel it in my hand. It felt 
to me as if it had known life, as if even in its inan- 
imateness it had possessed a consciousness of 
what it had been a part of. I thought about taking 
it as a souvenir, but that felt wrong, so I threw it 
down onto the pile of bricks, watching it hit, 
bounce, and then tumble into invisibility. 

After lunch, we drove to llidza, a Serb-held 
suburb during the war. Like all the suburbs, 
it was being "reunified" and the Serb author- 



ities were ceding control over to the Bosnian 
police as part of the Dayton peace agreement. 
The Serbs did not have to leave — in fact, they 
were being passionately entreated to stay — but 
they were, in droves, taking all their possessions 
they could carry away with them, sometimes 
just on their backs and in shopping bags. 
And they were burning the houses as they left 
so that returning Bosnians found only shells 
for what used to be their homes, one final indig- 
nity and loss in this unbearably cruel war. A 
European relief worker told me the departing 
Serbs were leaving new land mines behind 
(so perhaps there's even more indignity and loss 
to come), which no NATO personnel would 



There wasn't much 
left of llidza. The 
roads were twisted 
into ruptured paving 
and cords of mud, 
with giant puddles 
dully marking the 
biggest shell holes. 



confirm officially, but several acknowledged off 
the record. 

The first suburb, Vogosca, to be handed back 
to Bosnian jurisdiction was done so the week we 
were there, llidza was one of the next scheduled. 
Our driver, a tall, square-shouldered Muslim 
named Sacak, fought in the Bosnian army, 
doubtless with great courage (there wasn't a lot 
of room in this war for people who didn't have 
great courage), but adamantly didn't want to 
drive us there. He offered to lend me his car 
instead, but told us he had to remove the license 
plates, because they would betray that the car 
belonged to a Muslim. I said that a car without 
plates might betray something not entirely on the 
up-and-up too, and that I didn't fancy having to 
explain to Serbian police whose car it was once 
we'd established it wasn't mine. Finally he 
relented — very bravely, far braver that I would've 
been in his position — to drive us to the edge of 
the suburb, and we could walk the rest of the 
way in. His fear was palpable as we approached, 
he jabbed me in the arm to point out a distant 
clump of burnt-out houses: In the war, Serb 
snipers had shot at passing traffic from them. 
When we were stopped at an IFOR checkpoint, 
he pulled over and refused to drive any further, 
even though the soldier told us it was safe to 
proceed, and that at any rate we couldn't stop 
here. Sacak drove forward 20 feet. 

"He says the Chetniks will know he is a 
Muslim soldier and will kill him if he goes fur- 



ther," Suki said to me, leaning forward over the 
front seat. Sacak was very frightened. We told 
him to wait for us at this spot and that we'd be 
back in an hour or two, and we got out and 
started to walk. We had only gone a hundred 
yards or so when an IFOR jeep picked us up and 
took us in. 

Earlier that morning, I'd asked the New York 
Times reporter Stephen Kinzer what to be careful 
about in llidza. He said it was fairly safe, as long 
as you didn't wander off the roads — the fields 
were still mined. "You want to get out of there 
before dark, because that's when the snipers 
come out," he added, matter-of-factly. 

There wasn't much left of llidza; it was mostly 
devastated. The roads were twisted into ruptured 
paving and cords of mud, with giant puddles 
dully marking the biggest shell holes. There 
was an open-air market, more spacious than 
the one in Sarajevo, but with only a few stalls 
active, and they were all selling mostly the same 
thing — the same chocolate bars, boxes of crack- 
ers, detergent, scraggly vegetables, soda, beer, 
some plain clothes. The merchants looked older 
and their clothes dirtier and more ragged than 
their counterparts in Sarajevo. They looked 
sadder, too— but then they were about to be- 
come voluntary refugees, whether genuinely 
fearful of retribution or stubbornly refusing to co- 
exist with Bosnians. 

We went into a cafe and could feel the tension 
toward us as physically as the sticky body heat 
and the low cloud of smoke. We sat ourselves, 
trying to project, if not exactly confidence, at 
least inoffensiveness. We asked for coffee, the 
waiter said we couldn't have coffee, the electric- 
ity was out. We took Cokes. Loren whispered 
we should go, that this was dangerous for 
Suki, but she said no, we should stay, it might 
cause trouble if we went now. I felt the same 
thing — I wanted everyone to grow bored of 
hating us before we left, so that they wouldn't 
particularly notice or care. The cafe was crowded 
and we had found a few of the last seats in 
the back. Most of the people were young and 
they were having fun. They were smoking and 
jabbing the air and laughing, and drinking coffee 
that must have been made before the electricity 
went out. 

Back outside, I stopped two men walking and, 
through Suki, asked if I could talk to them. The 
one who did all the talking was full of anger — the 
Muslims did this, he said, waving his arm. They 
started this. And now we must leave our homes, 
but where can we go? This is our home but if we 
stay the Muslims will kill us when NATO leaves. 
He had a 12-year-old son, he told me, and he no 
longer wanted anything for himself, just his boy. 
He didn't care for his own future, he just wanted 
his son to have a future. He pressed his finger 
into my chest. He didn't want any more war, but 
he would kill anyone who tried to harm his son. 
He wouldn't let Loren take a picture of him. As 
we finished, I told Suki to tell him thanks, and 
that I wished peace for him and his son. She 
translated this and his eyes watered and he took 
the hand I'd offered in both of his, and said in 
English, "Thank you." 

We talked to several others who each 
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explained the war from their per- 
spective, that it was they who lost 
everything and were being forced 
to evacuate, that the U.N. and 
America didn't care about them. It 
was beginning to get dark. Suki 
negotiated with a taxi driver to 
take us back to the edge of Sara- 
jevo, where Sacak was waiting and 
took us back to our hotel. 

Deniz Kamzfc, the Holiday Inn's 

only bellman, is sitting on the bed 
opposite mine in my hotel room. He 
was at the spot where the war started 
in Sarajevo, in the crowd upon 
whom the first shots were fired. 

"You remember I tell you, I live in 
center here, by this hotel. On sixth 
of April I go with my 
parents to front of 
building where was 
our ex-government, in 
front of this hotel, and 
we are standing with 
many people. We are 
protest. We didn't want 
the war, we wanted to 
live together. In one 
moment, the snipers 
started to shoot. TTiey 
killed one girl on the 
bridge. It was sunny 
day. It was nice day. 
And we were so an- 
gry. We are seeing 
sniper shoot from this 
hotel, from Holiday Inn. 
People was crazy, and 
we broke in hotel. We 
throw rocks in win- 
dow, and we go in hotel. 

"I was in first group. We go first 
floor, and I heard automatic gun — 
oh, no, I don't want to go in there! 
Our special forces tell us, go down, 
don't go upstairs, the Chetniks will 
kill you. And we go down." 

"Did they get the snipers?" 

"Yes. When I back on the street 
my mother's looking for me. 'Where 
are you?' I was 16 years old. 

"A couple of days from that 
date started real war. It started 
from the hills, and some buildings 
in Grbavica and Serb territories. 
They have modern weapons. We 
didn't have good weapons, only 
some guns for hunting, pistols, 
and a couple of automatic weapons. 
And many young people, and 
my friends, are dying when this 
war started." 

There was a deadly seriousness 
about him, blended with a con- 
tradictory exuberance. He frowned 
as he spoke, and sometimes 
smiled when he was finished. His 
eyes had a youthful light, but the 



features of his face were already 
advanced ten years beyond where 
they should be. 

Before the war, he, too, had been 
in school, and intended to go to the 
air force's military academy, which 
of course the war preempted. Since 
childhood it was his dream to 
fly. He joined the army in May 
'93, when he was 17. His parents 
begged him not to. For six months 
he trained, ironically, to fire anti- 
aircraft guns. Then he was sent to 
the front line, in the bowl of hills 
that once provided the idyllic back- 
drop for the Olympics. 

He thought he'd die many times. 
The most scared he was was when 
his commander sent him to another 



I asked Deniz if he 
ever found the 
war exciting. "Yes, 
in the beginning. 
But after half a 
year I think, 'When 
this stop?' I want 
peace, but the 
peace isn't come." 



position on the front line, but 
the snow was falling so hard, he 
couldn't see more than two meters 
in front of him and got lost. He 
thought the Chetniks would find 
him, but the gods spared Deniz 
Kamzlc and his own soldiers 
picked him up. 

I asked him if he ever found the 
war exciting. 

"Yes, in the beginning. [Makes 
sound of shrapnel exploding and 
bullets whistling past.] When war 
started, everything was interest- 
ing for me, you know, but after 
maybe half a year I think, 'When 
this stop?' I want peace, but the 
peace isn't come." 

"Did you kill anybody?" 

"No." 

"Are you happy you didn't?" 

"Well, yes — because once I see 
dead peoples at the front line, dead 
Chetniks. Our soldiers are bring- 
ing them in our base. I hadn't seen 
death before and I think, I don't 
blame him. Maybe he must come 
continued on page 123 
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Catch Varnaline mi the LollapaloOZa Indie Stage this summe^ 

Cfmck out the Hero Hour Web Site, VrWW.Zerohour.com, fo^laifl" 

Lollapalooza updates straight from Varnaline, and a chance to 
win a 4 track recorder! 

Join the Varnaline discussion, 'subscribe Varneedle* at 
'listserv@srjundwire.cnm'. >. 

At cool record stores everywhere! 
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Texas is the Reason 



Do you know who you are? 

j . Bn:b1 if/ci/CD 



50 page catalog and fanzine. New Sense field Teias is Che Reason Chan ci :talnraj~ 

Suenflli Iceburn . Civ. Bush Rett 5, No DoutJ!, Toadtes. etc on vinyi plus ^^^^^3 
over ?,000 ot the dose Punk and Hardcore CD s. vinjl and rnerch at DIY prices 
Send $1 to. Rev HO, P.O Boi 5232. Huntington Beach. CA 92615-5232 

Visa/MC orders call 714 842 SLUG http /.'wwv. re.nq con frtt^riiai j 
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From: The Virgin-Whore Complex 
To: C.C. Ledbetter 
Subject: Stay Away From My Mother 
Date: May 2, 1996 



Stay Away From My Mother is a collection of short, mostly 
sardonic pop songs designed and manufactured by The Virgin- 
Whore Complex, Inc. 

Its appeal has been field tested extensively, and has proven 
surprisingly broad — cynical teenagers in particular seem to 
enjoy "Four- Alarm Fire in Lovers' Lane," couples going through 
pain in their relationships have found bittersweet solace in 
"The Elephant," and young children everywhere, of course, 
enjoy "Anyway " 

The Virgin-Whore Complex. Inc. accepts no responsibility for 
the direct or indirect misuse of its product. 



Direct Mail Order: 

Limited Edition LP SIO, CO $14 w/2 bonus tracks. 

CS S7 Postage Paid— Please send your name and address 

il you would like to receive Emperor Norton mailings. 
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© it I9N tmpcrur Norton Records 
tfel Third Avenue. Suitr 4*S. \\L, S> IlkNH • phone I2I2HU-7400 . It\ I2IHHMSM 



1-800-EVERY-CD 

Because Retail Prices Suck.™ 

(besides, it's a free call) 



http://www.everycd.com 
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1-800-EVERY-CD 



C-LA^m -iLzil 



PLEASE READ THESE ADS.| 
Okay, so »r make a little money herr. but rnir 
true groove is the crosv pollination — from >ou 
to advertiser to SPIN and back In >ou uguin. 
Advertisers range from enterprising reader* to 
major corps. II you're interested, answer the 
ad. Wc try to keep them honest but let us 
know if Mm have a problem. Ads ure sold h> 
the line or vertical Inch at $6071inc (J-line 
minimum) and S-WV.nch for 1-time insertions 
with discounts for l v 6x and 12\. Rules and 
rules for the "Phone Entertainment" 
classification are different, call for details. Hy 
phone: : 1 : 633-8200, ml 314; by fax: (212) 
633-9041; b> mall: SPIN Classified. 6 West 
isth st., \t« Vork, moil. V/MC 
/AX/CVMO accepted. 



ANNOUNCEMENTS 



www'.are navlsion.com 
www.arenavision.com 

it's visual rapture and it's in your face 

http^/w WW .m unkind us try .com 
http^/www .m uskind ustr> .com 
httpr//www.muskindustr> .com 



Satanic Thrill Kill Sex & Death Line. Serial 
Killer/. Bizarre true crime & more. 1.99/min. 18+ 
1-900-USA-KILLERZ (872-5455) 



TALK & Ml BEAUTIFUL MODELS LIVE 
I-ON-1 with Virtual Dreams software. Now you 
can actually see models perform for you live over 
your computer in real lime video. Disks FREE. 
18 and older to order. 

1-800-606-0535 ext. 821 



AIRLINE JOBS 



AIRLINES NOW HIRING - Domestic & 
lnii-rn.iiiiin.il staff need! Flight attendants, ticket 

agents, reservation isls, ground crew & more. 
Excellent travel benefits! 
Call 1-206-97 1 -3692 ext. L904.il 



AUDIO EQUIPMENT 



FREE Stereo Catalog 

Get the FREE car and home stereo catalog with low 
prices and a lot more — exclusive comparison 
chans. detailed product descriptions and consumer 
tips to help you make the nghl choice Virtually 
every major brand. There's no other catalog like it! 

Ct II nght now ! 1-800-955-9009 ext. SPN 

CRUTCHFIELD 



BOOKS & PUBLICATIONS 



•THE ANARCHIST COOKBOOK" available 
again! $25 postpd. Barricade Books, 
P.O. Box 1401-B, Secaucus. NJ 070%. 



Sing Rap Speak 

your way to FORTUNE I!!! 



step-by-slep guide to breaking into the jingle business 
Included in the book is a list ol 200 current nationwide 
industry contacts. Send S29 95 plus $6 95 SH tor book 
only, or send $39.95 plus $6 95 S-'H (or book and demo 
tapo to: YNOT PRODUCTIONS. P O Box 496603. 
Chicago. IL 60649. Check or money orders orWy 
Allow 6-8 weeks lor delivery 
Don! miss out on this opportunity ol liletimeW 



BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 



$$$$ 900 TALK LINES $$$» 

$99 Tolal Cat Quick payouts. NO charge-hacks 
Call for brochure: 1-800-377-9860 



CABLE 



BEST DEALER PRICING! 



30 DAY FREE TRIALS 



CABLE DIRECT --• 



COPY RENTAL TAPES WITH OLR 

VIOEO STABILIZERS - , 

lOO'. ^ 



Now yen. Can lune-m to youf layonle 
cable TV programming and 
SAVE 1100'S - EVEN 11000 S 
on premum CABU TV EQUIPMENT 
fflft Ca Hie TV Catalog. 
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I YEAR WARRANT*] 



=3 MODERN ELECTRONICS 

1-800-906-6664 ' '' 

t"-_J 2.2SS. I56TH CIRCLE* OMAHA. NtellOO I 3 



CASIN0J0BS 



CASINO JOBS - Top casinos arc now hiring! 

(Vegas. Tahoe. Atlantic City. Riverboats) 
Blackjack/Roulcttc/Craps, Dealers, Pit Bosses, 
Waiter/Waitresses. Hotel Staff & more. 
Call l-206-97t-3642oxl- H9043I 



CLOTHING 



I IIASKK T-SHIRTS 

B-Movics. Blaxploitation. Honor Flicks. Sumo, 
Punk & Lots More. All shirts SI7.00 FREE s/h. 
FREE catalog: Fax 1310) 271-4084 or write: 
P.O. Box 6964. Dept. S, Beverly Hills. CA 90212. 



HELP SAVE THE WORLD!!? TYLER designs 

original T-shirts with a little attitude. FREE info: 
TYLER DESIGN, PO Box 3l5I.Mpls. MN 55403 



ZODLAC POPART T-SHIRTS. Order your sign in 
(L)or(XL) $18.95 s/h incl. TJ. Productions, 
3950 Mahaila Av. KN-33. San Diego, CA 92122 



"Friends Don't 1*1 Friends Watch Friends" 

Quality Ts. S-XL. send ck/MO for $18: PD Menke. 
102 Western Ave N #3. St. Paul. MN 55102 

EXOTICA - The only source for the William S. 
Bourroughs T-Shirts. For a free bnichure. 
call 1-800-952-8925 



I'M NOT GAY 

but my girlfriend is 


LOAD GRANT ML THE SEflENITY 


S10 & S3 for shipping 
each t-shirt Specify size: 
(L), (XL). (2X, add S2) 
Black, white ash grey: 
$1 for literature 


TO ACCEPT TME THINGS 
1 CANNOT CHANGE. 
THE COURAGE TO CHANOC 
THCTHMOSICAN 


AND THE WIDSOU TO HIDE 
THE BODIES OF THOSE PEOPLE 

1 HAD TO KILL 
BECAUSE THEY PISSED ME OFF 


T-SHIHT FACTORY INC. 

Box 175 
College Park, MD 20740 



T-SHIRTS 



n 10 0% 



avarcloa' 



ALICE/CHAINS TORI AMOS BUSH longsleeva 
SZ302 SE075 SM104 $22.00 



CURE 
SK136 



EVERCLEAR 
SX525 



OASIS 
SI450 






ZERO 




PULP NIXON 
SL310 



RANCIO 
RI434 



SEX PISTOLS 
SX460 



SM PUMPKINS 10,000 MANIACS TOAOIES 
SL293 SES37 SXS11 



SI300 
SE002 
SUB 72 
SI1S7 
SE080 
SH166 
SI47S 
SX526 
SX527 
S231S 
SL290 



Back. Cartoon pic 
Bikini Kill. Logo 
Bjork. Poal 
Blur. Park Life 
Bush, group pic 
Clash, London Calling 
Kurt Cobain.Unplugged 
Filter. Short Bua 
Garbage. "G" logo 
I Dream of Jeannie 
I Hate People 



SI036 
SX235 
SI497 
SL289 
SI448 
SH411 
SL299 
SL282 
SE074 
SE0S4 
SZ321 



Joy Division. Love Will Tsar 
KMFDM, Godlike 
Korn. 40 oz. logo 
Madneaa, Big M 
Marilyn Manson, In hat 
Ministry. Hot Rod 
Alanis Morissatte, Foot 
NIN, Nothing 96 
No Doubt. Girl 
No FX, MonsTour 
Oasis. Question Mark 



SX377 
SL296 
SH974 
S2301 
SZ249 
SE081 
SI47S 
SE077 
SE068 
SE082 
SH976 



Operation Ivy, cover 
Presidents of USA. Logo 
Prick, Logo 
Pulp, Logo 
Radiohead, Tour 
Rage/Machine. Globe 
Red Hot Chilis, Group 
Rentals, Group ringer 
Reservoir Dogs, Plnk/Wh 
Sm. Pmpkins. babydoll 
Stone Temple Pilots. Orp 



BUBNING MBIINES 

Box 3757 Dept S21 
Trenton, NJ 08629-0757 

Credit Card Orders call I -609.587-7887 
or Fax I-409-584-1666 



Sand chock or m orrery order for 

SWMeach 

INCLUDES FREE SHIPPING' 

Send $1.00 for a catalog with 1.000'. of ilemi! 
Our catalog also offers posters, videos. CD's, 
books, and much morel 



' M c~irM^ We Have Hundreds More! 
^Jh^xi towf a Dollar and We 'U Send a Catalog. 




SOUND GARDEN 
SCBS0S 




Available In 
laisiac a iHixsuuV \zgf/ 
Steel Toe Regular 
Gibson $101.95 Gibson $94.95 
10 Eye $119.95 8 Eye $101.95 
W Eye $128.95 10 Eye $113.95 



BEASTIE BOYS 
BBBS04 



SEwAlsa 
AvaiUbU in (it 



14 Eye $121.95 



Mon-Fn 7am to 7pm 
Sat:8am to 5pm 



SESSIONS 

IS Jonis Way — 
Sun Volley. CA 95066 BBBTBBBB ^ffl il T 

(408) 461-4699 Q** 

Al Oram Sabjea la A.aitobHit, Mail In Oriltii Plum Ull Sabltitutioni 




Shipping & Handling 

lor U.S. 



$4.97 



$5.50 



S6.00 



$7.00 



o 

p 
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THE SCREAM! 

T«l*1 (*r*a. asb. red) $15 75 
6woH!i*1(««rt orasW700 
Stem: S, M, L XL 
CHppng:$5a0peradaf 
Brochure: 100, tons $1 Of) 
HISTORICAL PRODUCTS 
P.O. BOX 604 ip 
BARRE. VT 0S641 
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All Hanes Beefy T-shirts are Black on While 
1*4 M. L. XL $13.95 each plus $3.00 54H 
lyjMiil Check GANGREEN 
"JrOrM.0. lo: 858 Cole St. « 108 

San Francisco. CA v-41 17 



PRESIDENTIAL POLITICIANS 

STILtl 



SMOKING 



i 



A the t-shlrn laughing 
at them. Send SZ.00 tor 

a catalog lo 




YES I WANT A 



F*CK YOU 
YOU F*CKING 
F*CK 



T-SHIRT 

Send S12 (plus 7% sates tax lor Florida Residents) 
plus S3 95 Shippmg & Handling per shirt to: 
MOBT-S ENT 
PO Box 49075 
SI Pele, FL 33743-9075 
" "LI" will appear on actual shirl 



1(11% COTTON WHITE TEE 
1 16.00 EA SAH INCLUDED 
ADD SI .00 FOR XXL 
SEND CHECK OR M O TO 
BIO ITS TEE'S. P O BOX tU 
S APU LP A OK T4067. OR 
VTSA/MC. CALL l-«XHrj:l4)M5 
24 HRS A DAY, 7 DAYS AWEEK 




LORD GRANT ME TH£ 
SERtMTY 
TO ACCEPT THiTHWCS 
1 CANNOT CHANCt 
THETHNOSICAN 
AND THE WCOOM TO HDt 
THi ftOOCS Of THOSE noPix 

1 HAD TO ULL 
BECAUSE THE V PISSED ME OFF 


I'M NOT GAY 

but my girlfriend 


Mil vitalism r«t I'M 

mi !M«mv!' "ulna* ail 

trn- 
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K.UCL II!.!! 
run tut •MR A HM.G. 

FM HUT MEUVCTY 
SIMD CHECK OHK.O. TO: 

MAJUAintAI TUB 

p.o. tax ten 




CANDY 



| 1-600-449-KITH E 



T-ShirU, -rile tCCi, ox , $16.95 us (L, XL) 
A) BRAIN CANDY Group T-shirt 
LI 6) BRAIN CANOY Potter T-shirt 
1 — Black BRAIN CANDY Cap 515.95 us 



Add M M ■ 
Choice Inl 



COLLECTORS ITEMS 



NIRVANA, NICKS, STONES + EVERYONE 

ELSE! lOOO's of collectibles: CDs; Awards: 
Autographs; Posters: Promo Tour I Crew Swag: 
Picks: Sticks & Mags t MUCH MORE! 
For complete catalog send S3 to: 
Wynnco.POBox39S.Pickens.SC 29671 



ADULT VIDEO STAR TRADING CARDS 

Hot photos of gorgeous porno babes! For 
FREE Sample Cards, write: Decisive Marketing. 
PO Box 57 1 625. Tarzana. CA 91357. Must be 2 1 . 



CONCERTS 



Tour Dates-All Bands 


upcoming shows) 
\ irysi-rjrrj J 


tias!»J laLQi*) ' 

^personals fiitwtCP [•^cation! 

rTAntftrti { releases ) \ %ot ) 

0)Up*/ * wheti listening, press "V to 
replay a message. "2" to skip 
info,} * Press "0" anyiime lo back up 
«*»J * Frtf tree magnel, senrj a SASE 
bd 3 10 BAND CITY. Box 321 -SP 

band Crystal Bay. NV 89402 


press slate 
CA.R. NY. ILelt 

tanflsplaytftj 
next 11 weeks ; 
Only fSnd 

97C/min tsBi 


1-900-BAND CITY 

.i f REE PARTY line i.nrri.934.2428 

0ML1 UtllH ID CHifiCtS 1 OUI CO** 



ALSO: Sec Concert Connection ad. 2 pages over 



CD/TAPE DUPLICATION 



RELEASE YOUR OWN TAPE! 



300 Two-color Cassettes only $660 

(all -MJ f foi yen fill im (wH ■ ■)!&■ ( «ial»| 

1-800-468-9353 

l»M3»J) Slip llm tic.fln. ..» IMtWMIilM 



DISC MAKERS 



CRUISE SHIP JOBS 



CRUISE SHIPS HIRING— Earn up to 
S2.000+/mo. working on cruise ships or for land- 
tour companies. World Travel. No cxp. necessary . 
For more info, call: 1-206-971-3552, ext C90437 



DJ EQUIPMENT 



FREE DJ & NIGHTCLUB CATALOG 

88- Pages Of Pro Sound, Lighting & 
Video Gear all at Discount Prices) Most 
major brands available. 

CALL TODAY: 
1 800-945-9300 

24 hr FAX: (714) 891-8375 

OR WRITE TO: 
11711 Sard ST, 
MntonUKMi 

■ PRO SOUND & 
STAGE LIGHTING 




FINANCIAL SERVICES 



OVERDUE BILLS? Bad credit s no problem! 
Apps to $50,000. Licensed/Bonded. Not a loan 
company: TCAC, Box 26397, Birmingham. AL 
35260Or call: 1-800-869-0607 



FUN STUFF 



Try EUPHORIA™! NEW. POWERFUL "herbal 
Ecstacy" formula. 100* natural! 100% legal. Feel 
good without the risk. Best prices! Distributors 
wanted. MC/Visa/AX/DlS 1-800-333-5444. 

SMOKE ACCESSORIES: Exotic & Unique . 
FREE catalog. SASE to: Alternative Imports. 
3665 E. Bay Dr., Suite 204-319, Largo. FL 34641 



GIFTS & MERCHANDISE 



il)tr llool;- 

CH1A GARCIA 



Only 
S24 95 

' ewiHIC 

18001 906-3613 

■^klKK" 

PO So. 37611 
fj.-.ir ; - NC 27(127 



HEALTH 



PENIS ENLARGEMENT Professional vacuum 
pumps or surgical. Gain 1-3" Permanent, Safe. 
Enhance erection. FREE Brochures. Dr. Joel 
Kaplan (312) 409-5557. Latest enlargement 
Info: 1-900-976-PUMP ($2.95/min) 



PENILE LENGTHENING/ENLARGEMENT 

Exciting new techniques! Immediate results. All 
Natural. No artificial implants or pumps. 
Confidential. Call now for FREE information 
booklet: SURGERY CENTER FOR MEN 



1 X00-921-10*8 




TOTALLY HIP POWER 

FOOD FROM OREGON! 

A gift to all from Mother Nature 
for vitality, more energy, superior 
health and strengthening vour 
immune system. Add one of the 
most nutrient-dense tood on earth 
to your dafly diet! 
SUPER BLUE GREEN - ALC,\E 
grows wild in virtually pollution- 
free Klamath Like in Oregon. 

• Contains ALL essential amino acids, 
92 trace minerals, all other vitamins 
except D. which we ejet imm the sun. 

• 65'. protein, rich in Beta Carotene 
and enzymes. 

• 97 r i assimilated In I he bod) 

• 100'« natural, organic whole food. 

If you're serious about improving 
your health, OR if you would like to 
share this gift with others and earn 
exceptional income working at 
home, call Susan Wahl today for 
FREE audiotape: 

1-800-927-2527 

ext. 2016 



HOME VIDEO 



LEISURE TIME ENTERTAINMENT 
ADULT PREVIEW VIDEO CATALOG 

Featuring scenes & order information for the most 
scandalous videos evert See for yourself "John 
Wayne Bobbin. Uncut" & "Tonya & Jeff-The 
Wedding Night." Showcasing Savannah, Teri 
Weigel and other superstars of XXX. ADULTS 
ONLY send S3 with name, address signature and 
birthdate to: LEISURE TIME PRODUCTS 31, 
Dept SN86, 4750 N. Milwaukee Ave., Chicago, 
IL 60630 VHS only! 



We hive the BIZARRE. THE UNIQUE, and 
the stuff you've only heard about: Mostly VHS. 
some Beta. Overseas Travellers, we are interested 
in obtaining videos purchased abroad. Write: 
Foreign Film Etcetera. PO Box 421. Zion. IL 
60099 



INTERNET 



The Bloody Glove. Spankin'Thc Monkey 

(Tribute To The King Of All Media) 
Ambient - Trance, http://www.psydelia.com 



INSTRUCTION 




* 



DEVELOP YOUR 
CREATIVE TALENT IN 



VIDEO PRODUCTION 
COMPUTER ANIMATION 
MULTIMEDIA 
VISUAL COMMUNICATIONS 
AND MORE 

2-year programs • Financial assistance 
available to those who quality 



10 GREAT LOCATIONS 



Atlanta • Chicago • Dallas • Denver 
Fort Lauderdale • Houston • Philadelphia 
Phoeab • Pittsburgh • Seattle 

(Programs not available at all locations) 

1-800-424-2800 

http: www.ali.edu 



A* THE ART INSTITUTES INTERNATIONAL 

/ VI sm mm avenue, piitiiikh. pi ism 



CTNI ANT INSTITUTES INTERNATIONAL . INC.. 1 BfMJ 



LOS ANGELES RECORDING WORKSHOT 
Intensive Recording Engineer and Video 
editing programs laughl in 12,000 sq. ft., 11 
studio complex, including SSL. Housing & 
Financial aid available. Catalog: 5278-S 

1 ios SfiB *$XL,' Lankershim Blvd., N. 

MCORDIkHS ffn Hollywood. CA9160I. 

.WORK5HOW _ 818-763-7400 




FAN CLUBS 



R.E.M. 
POST OFFICE BOX 8032 
ATHENS, G A 30603 



INVENTIONS 



□ 



FREE INFORMATION KIT! 

The smart way to market/patent your new product idea! 
The Concept Network. 1-800835-2246, ext 197 



FREE INVENTION PACKAGE Davison & 
Associates offers customized Development, 
Patenting and Licensing. Proven results: 
1-800-677-6382 



JOBS AVAILABLE 



EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAY! 
Assemble products al Home. Call Toil-Free 
1-800-467-5566 Ext. 2566 



MICROBREWING 



"Support Your Local Microbrewer!" and 
"Life Is Too Short To Drink Cheap Beer!" 

bumpcrstickers. Only $3 .00 gets you BOTH 
stickers! Send check/m.o. to: BrewQuest. 
123 W. 95th St., *1F, New York, NY 10025 



MUSICIANS 



SINGERS, ENTERTAINERS, DJs 

BE Discovered: Make $1,500 weekly Singing. 
Performing at Shows locally: FREE Report: 
ProSingers Soundtrass. Ann: Spago. Box 1 106. 
Bridgcvicw. IL 60455 



CREATE YOUR OWN MUSIC VIDEO 

For only S999. Fottage & Music digitally editied. 
Give your band video exposure. 
Call 573-265-4344 



OCCULT 



ONI TEMPLE SMOKE 

Hashish-alternative smoking substance. Legal! 
Potent! Free literature: (3121 509-6393. ext. 18 



POETRY 



POETRY CONTEST! 



$24,000 

In prtzn 
■warded annually 
Possible Publication 



S*nd one ongtnd po#m 
20 Inm or lew to 
Ttw National Library 
of Powtry 

11419 Crorvtdo* Ortvw 
PO Boi 704-1630 
Owing. Ullls, M0 21117 



WIN $1,000!!! 



Win (he $1,000 Grand Prize. FREE GIFT just for enter- 
ing! Send I to 3 poems, 30 lines or less to: 



Iliad Press 
36915 Ryon Rood. Suite S2» Sterling Hts., Ml 48310 



POSTERS/PHOTOS 



CONCERT PHOTOS— AMAZING PRICES/ 

Quality Selection — P. Jam. Chilis. Soundgdn. 
Cure. GNR. Extreme, U2... FREE CATALOG 
WITH SAMPLE: S&M Photos. P.O. Box 6064 
(SP). Laguna Niguel. CA 92677. 



CELEB PHOTOS! ROCK. METAL, TV+! Send 
SASE for list. Name Favorites. PIX/SPIN, Box 
20747, Houston, TX 77225. 



PSYCHICS 



GLOBAL PSYCHIC NETWORK connects you 
live Internationally for 69c7min. 
011-592.588.773 
YOUR FUTURE SEEN TODAY! 18+ 



CALL THE CARIBBEAN 
PSYCHIC CONNECTION! 

Magically Reveals Your Destiny. 
011-592-599-636 
We Help With All Your Problems! 18+! 



CALL THE SAMPLE LINE! 
TRY OUR PSYCHICS! 
1-800-568-9573 
For Adults over 18 only 



records/tapes/cds 



NEW: THE MAKE-UP.THE WARMERS. 
THE CROWNHATE RUIN AND BLUE TIP!! 

CDs! $9 each ppd. Also — other cool DC musics. 
In the U.S. Send 1 stamp for a list OR 4 stamps 

(oversea*: -( IRC's) for a fully illustrated catalog 

of what we sell. Dischokd Records, Dcpt S. 
3819 Becchcr St.. NW. Washington. DC 20007- 
1802. 



DISCOUNT CDs, LPs, CASSETTES. Unused! 
Catalog $2! Revenge Records. Box M79(s). 
New York, NY 10276 



RARE & IMPORTED CD's. Records, Books. 
Videos. 172 Million titles! Catalog S2.00. 
Music Mailorder. Box 21723. 
Milwaukee. Wl 53221-0723 



HUGE PUNK/ALTERNATIVE CATALOG. 

65 pages, hard to find titles. Send SI ($3 int'l) to 
DEEP SOUND. 2950 Johnson Dr.. #I09S. 
Ventura, CA 93003 



REGGAE MUSIC. Receive the latest and greatest 
Reggae CD's and CS's through Reggae Direct 
Call 1-800-336-7631 for a free catalog. 



RARE Import, Bargain CDs. Huge Discounts. 

Ask for free catalog. B & C Connections. RR I . 
Box 1 12. Vmcland, NJ 08360 609-697-2298 



DINO'S RECORDS 
2800 W. Berry, Ft Worth, TX 76109 
(817)921-1441. V/MODisc/C]ieck/M.O. 
Compact Discs (UPS + $4.95 all orders) Compact Discs 
KISS - "Wicked Lester Sessions" Demos 6/73 & 2/74 
Rare $30.00 
KISS - VHS "KISS Alive" Detroit "76, 
Simmons Hair Catches Fire - Rare $35.00 
MARILYN MANSON - "5000 Fingers" AU Rare Demos 
$3200 'Ttlanstns Babes" Halloween Night Boston '95$32 

or VHS, Dallas St Knoxville 2 Shows Exc. $35 .00 
CURE - " Razor Rare Remixes" Vol I & II Super! $32 ea. 
Rusty Nails L II All new remixes. $32.00 each. 
METALLICA - " Garage Days & More" Super Rare 
CD $32 

PEARL JAM - New songs [11 all New Songs S3200 
NIRVANA "Outcsbcde L II HI IV" Demos & New 

Songs $3200 each. 
We hoUMitlKr CI >\ Videos. ( '•man n»tk*. Hi. 
Lull now to order or questions! 
UMNO'S has new iluicww+Ji: 



T-SHIRT 

SUB POP ONLINE 



t-.-r:- — 



si4.pp rrj^theW 



ASTERCARO 0 " □ F H S CALL 



1. 800. SUB P0P1 



OlStll CHIC! o>IO>!IOII!R !0 
III rtf Biri Oiftrr 
K5 HI! Ill hi Suit UO) <£B 
Stiltlt. HI wit 



t kiveioircio downwards, lyiid-eden, 
bfadt tape for a blue iM aruition, 
F faith 6 the mine and W0"i others 

on#K ioi/ae-IJi rJiooa, 1 cWIWIiJ 



FREE MAMMOTH RECORDS CATALOG 



> 



Bandit Quwrt. 8ate Blakt Babes. Clarissa. Dillon Fenca. 

Dirty Owen, frente!, Fvj MancJiu. Juliana Hatfield. 
Joe Henry jabberjaw. Jason I the Scorchers Kill Creek 
Machines of Loving Grace, Planet Dog. Prawn Song. 
Seven Mary Three, Squirrel Nut Zippers. Victoria WiHiams 



Write: 101 B Street. Carrboro NC 27510 
altn: Jamison or E-mail: info^mammoth.c 




BUNK- 1 82, CINDY LEE BERRYHILi, CCXORFASr, 
CONGLOMERATE, FlUF, GARDEN VARIETY, 
PITCHBLENDE, THE SMEARS, 7SECONDS, 1 6 VOLT 
& muy mus Write us for a FREE CATALOG! 

IKUjd Dept SP, 4901 906 Morenj BUd 
WtfWi-f Sin Ditjo. CA 92117-3432 
DIRECT TO STORES! 818.488.9292 



FREE INDIE ROCK 

From Cherry-Disc Records of Boston 
Tracy Bonham Semisonit jREE 
OTK Jeremy tobcuk chevY Heston 

Send S 1 for a free cassette compilation & catalog 

a,er,rt»fcl0K 990474 Bolts* MA 02 1 99 ««ja« 1 4 I u« 



WORLD'S BEST SELECTION OF RARE 
Videos, CD's, cassettes, etc. From around (he 
world. Catalog $1.00 or on the internet 0 
h(lp:/Av ww.cttcclicmusic.com/~otr 
Eclectic Music, Box 1864 (B), 
Royal Oak. Ml 48068 



COOL VVE EURO CD's 

ft*d Religion • Beast* Boys * Beck • CnUectrvc 
Souli ' CoiM*wg Cro»» " Gr*cfui Dead • Green 
Dwy • Hotc • Jane * Add • U • Live • NIN • 
NuN-oi * NOFX • Oasts * Oftspriiig * Parrtcn ■ 
Pvancni * Pearl Jam • Mm* • Prim-t * RJiM * 
Rase AT Machine * Roliins * Sra T twof k im * 
i f PiIoLm • Tool " Nal Young • I00"t more • 

FRKE CATALOG : CD CONNECTION 
POBox 101431 • Hctdeltv-R '(«-n-v 



American Music Club, Archors of 
Loaf, the Edsel Auctioneer, Game 
Theory, Hypnolovewheel, Gigolo 
Aunts, Matt Keating, Tommy 
Keene, Knapsack. The Loud Famfty, 
Picasso Trigger, Small, The Sneetches, 
Throneberry & Yo La Tengo. Write for 
jfBw I a free mail order catalogue to: Alias 
VBrk Records, Dept. Spn. 2815 W, Olive 
iVrflS Ave.. Burbank, CA 91505 



OFFICIAL PROTEST: 

The Frogs are not featured in Che 

"Spin Guide To Alternative Music "despite 
releasing 2 of our generation's most 
influential albuma. You can buy Frogs 
records from us. or you can just buy 
into Spin's conspiracy of silence ttytn^ 
No juatice.no peaca.no mayonaise.V^UT 
Hinder Pacona I7« Brortwi, Htm >ari to, 10012 U5a 



FINALLY!! Previously owned CD's, Cass, Videos 
at unbeatable prices! 
Visit Web Site at www.usedcd.com for complete 
listing. USEDCD. PO Box 31. Jericho, NY 
11753. Call l-888-USEDCDS (873-3237) OR 
Fax: 516-677-6007 



RESEARCH SERVICES 




Term 
Paper 
Blues?^ M 

TERM paper assistance 

Catalog ol 20.000 research papers 

Order Catalog Today wild Visa/MC or COD 

l»1-800-351-0222 

or (310)477-8226 Mtm Fri 9am 5pm (Pacific time) 
Or send $2.00 with coupon below 

Out 280 pace cjtatof contains detailed Orvn Ql<om ot 20.000 
-march papers. ■ wrtwi u&w ot intormatwi at ioui tmcertips 
EitcViote and foWiocriphrc pages art he* Odcxii a ■ easy as 
prcking up you* phone Let thn nluaUe educational aid serve you 
throuinoui rour college reaii 

EXAMPLES OF CATALOG TOPICS. . . 
215*9 - HUMAN INTELLIGENCE. Aratrm canlhctifig 
theories & argue that IQ rs not ontj mhented. but alto created 
by emwonmeiTt. social and contextual torcei 16 citaliom 5 
vurcts, 10 paces 

21940 - DRUG USE A ADOLESCENT SUICIDE. InaOtncc 
corrections, abuse, at-mfc Menafen. iamily dyslunann. sell 
esteem past 4 luture leiearch 22 Crtatiom. 15 sources. 6 paces 

Research Assistance also pWwdes custom research and thesis 
assistance 0u> staff at proiessroml writers each writing in the« 
fcetdt of t ipetise can assist mu with ad yo* research needs 

QUALITY GUARANTEED 

I RESEARCH ASSISTANCE 

1132? Idaho Are , Suite 206-IS 
I West Los Angeles California 90O25 
Plea* rush m, catilot Enctowo is W to ewer postage 



Name . 
Aodiess . 
City 



.Slate. 



Cor 





STERLING SILVER 



A STERLING 
STATEMENT OF V 
LOYALTIES... 

j^^k Tell the world 

^Juou'ke onto something! 

Exclusively from CQ Silversmiths 
in Albuquerque, it's "that-little- IJg 
thing-you-put-in-the-middle-of-a- 
45rpm-to-fit-ii-on-the-spindle" (also 



frequently n 
"dingbat^,* 
in Sterling S: 



sly handcrafted 
n ost any way 



$17. 
17J0 

•K^ay 10.00 



PtNDAVT ON BLACK SATIN CORD: $17. 

Pin (1 1/16" diameter): » a» 17.50 

Key ■ntUw/sTOtiiNC ring): jW^\2SM 

F * RRINGS (PI f: RCED ONLY): iO|i;.S0 

Small FIN fc/4" diameter): <C5lO.0O 
CiFfLiNiS: JO. 35.00 
Bracelet (9 dingbat* w/lobster clsp): 65.00 

Beautiful work. Absolutely guaranteed. 

Send Ck/MO ta CQ JevveJry, 507 Dartmouth Dt , 
SE, Albuquerque, NM 87106 OR 
for CC ordere/info call: (505) 256-3952 



SINGLES 



The National Gothic Singles Network. 

Homepage http://nwwnel.com/ or /bus/goihic. rttm. 
1800-320-375 S or I -900-4-GOTHIC 



RUSSIAN LADIES, TRULY BEAUTIFUL, 
EDUCATED, want to mccl YOU. 1.000 selecled 

from 16,000+ applicants. FREE color photo 
brochure! Writelo: Russia 33. PO Box 888851. 
Atlanta. GA 30356 (770) 458-0909 



SINGLE MEN, Call lor FREE Names And 
Addresses Or Beautiful Women W orldwide! 
Global Intro's 1-800-756-2627 Toll Free 



LOVELY ASIAN LADIES abroad seek love, 
marriage. LOWEST RATES! Free brochure: 
PR. POB 1 245A. Bcnecia. CA 945 10 
or call 707-747-6906 



Beautiful Russian & Worldwide Ladies 

are seeking friendship & marriage. 
FREE photo brochure. Edgerton Int l. Dept 2. RRI, 
PML 365. Bushkill. PA 18324 

717-588-4000 (24 hrs) 



TELEPHONE ENTERTAINMENT 



CONCERT INFORMATION 



awr. ULTIMATE *"< 

iHOTLlKLk 



* ADVANCE TOUR SCHEDULES! 

* HAILING ADDRESSES! 

* PHONE #'5 f OR BEST TICKETS! 

* NE* ! CONCERT LOCATOR FEATURE! 



* CONCERT LISTINGS BY AREA! 

* THE LATEST NEWS & UPDATES! 

* UPDATED DAILY / 24 N0URS! 

* PLUS MUCH, MUCH MORE! 



1111 AC /DC 



nth 

n2M Aimiv M,inn 

2»sm AlkyCiHWvr 
2^41 rMtap In Chain* 

21H2 Bvtttff Trt-m i 
MCQ Ihlh, |.h-i 
2^ 1 Burk 
2303 BI.KkCr«m^ 

7771 liruci 1 Sj^nn^ihvn 
2^21 Ur\.in Ad.ims 
2*72 Uu>h 
Zfi'V. Colkxdti'StuI 
2hM Counting Cnnv!. 
272.1 Cr.inN.Trk> 
2K7I Thi.- Curi- 
ng LXltc M.ittrk'vt> H-irki 
7nHI Davkf Uv Kmh 



3Cm DrfbmpMd 
Wl LXtH.vhc Mode 
Wl LHimn Utir.tn 
1242 Ej K k-» 
SMI Dion |i>hn 
2525 Enc Cl.iplnn 
.*tt2 EMTvk-.ir 
1451 Filler 
InrO Rio ri^hlcr. 
4461 (..in Bln>^>rrw 
4664 Inn* Coo Dolls 
4717 Giwn Djv 
4H61 Oun> N' ft****-. 
46*1 Hole 
4661 IU><ft'& the Bk< 
4611 Indigo Girls 
4W*I IMXS 

■v.186 |aan|c(t/8bcM«Hti 

672^ |o.in l>.tx»rnv 
">472 KISS 
5671 KOK\ 
V21 lAiin\ Kr.t\ it/ 



56.11 Li*j U«b 
S4H4 Live 

5651 I w.i 

6275 Marilyn M.i hmhi 

1H4I M»-iiN>.> Hhcrkln 

6154 Mrfvfcw 

6iK2 MniintWu 

6W(2 Motltv CriK- 

6171 Njl.ilit- Mi-n h.inl 

**6H2 Neil Ytiunj; 

6461 Nine Inch M.iiK 

6471 Nirvjna 

6276 i Vi-.i- 

61.12 CW-avnnn 
7121 IV.irl jam 
7462 Pink Fluvd 
7M1 Mm 

7671 Porno lor Pvro> 

7711 IV-.nktit-.oi tin' Ls-\ 

774^ I'r in i u- 

IH12 QireiTftrvchi' 

7,161 R.E.M. 



72f>6 K.iiuid 
7.112 RH Chili l\ Tr < 
7K12 Rod Sh-vi .») 
7*»M Kt.ii si,,.,. . 

7H7I Ruth 

7H72 Killed Root 

74S1 SHwfdwlr 

7MI Skill Row 

7*121 Stavthtef 
7524 Slayer 

7621 Snu-llMl. 1 . f ' , ■ 1 1 ! [ ' k 1 * . 

7ftH2 Sound j;.irdnt 

7722 Sp uki ri y if i 

7746 Sf>in DpchHV 
7H6.1 Sfc«kr Ti-mpk-IMi'l 

ki:i Tom For Rem 

H#>22 I«>.kIk - 
7.W1 Tom IVtty 
2667 Ion Amos 
K22I U2 
K262 V.in I l.ik n 
6141 Virtu- Neil 



PLUS.. .OVER S00 MORE! m vour ijvoritr ((roup i> imi listed hrrr, ju*l pms or say I he numbers on vour 
phorvr Irut conUin the (irvl llrttmwl the group, or ,mh-i - last njme (it?. BON |ovi ■ 2M. Bryjn \ [_\A m> « 232). 



cfr I -900-773-ROCK 

f« S2.99/min. Under 18 Get Porent'i Permijiion. Avg. Coll 3 min. 

1 -800-4 1 4-ROCK 1 -900-45 1 -3373 

$2.99 lU.S.I/min. Under 18 Grt Porent'i Panniuion. Awg. Col 3 min. 01995 CQ, DRESHEK 9k 19025 53.99 |CAN)/mm. 



urn wnt! | .800-38 1 -MKT ALWAYS HOTI 

PARTY ACWH! "Z^HtoJL™" always funi 



CANDY STORE — Finger-Licken' 

Good! 2-ON-l, PARTY LINE, HOT 
PERSONALS, FANTASIES. $2.4^4.99/min. 1 8+ 
1-900-745-0320 OR 1-800-289-GIRL 



LIVE ONE-ON-ONE 

Hot Girls want to talk to you Now! 
1-800-822-GIRL 

$2Anin Major CC & personal Checks. 1 8+ only 



GAV STUDS NOW! Hot Man-Sleaze! 

PARTY LINE, 1-ON-l, HOT PERSONALS, 
FANTASIES. $2.4<M3.W/min. 18+ 
1-900-745-0696 OR 1-800-261-2625 



REAL phone numbers OF REAL BABES 
and REAL STUDS looking for YOU! 
7,000 voice ADS! 1-900-454-4500 

S2.99/min. 18+ Conn USA. Ft. Laud. FL 

NASTY WILD TALK 

800-976- WILD 
1.800-976-9453/ Adults/$2.99/min. 



HOT LIVE GIRLS 

1-809-404-4489 

Must be 18 / Int'l LD Rales Apply 



HOT LIVE GAY GUYS 
1-809-404-4481 

Musi be 18 / Only Int'l rates apply 



HOT— WILD— SEXY 

I on I X-RATED LIVE TALK 

1-800-238-LIVE $1.69/min. 



HOT LIVE PHONE SEX 

Homy Women Want to Talk to You! 

(212)741-1202 .99«/min. 



INSTANT CREDIT!! 

Hot. Sexy & Uncensored 18+ 
1-800-818-41 1 2// 1 -305-704-7382//D 1 1-592-571-459 



GAY COLLEGE BOYS 

•1-800-606-1864* or *1.900-435.1035* $150-3.99/rrun. 
Bisexual Playmates ilsWmin. 18+ • 1-900-745-7075 



HEATHER— 19 yrs. old, petite, blonde, blue 
eyes, big busted, 1 10 lbs I love phone sex. 
1-305-704-7469. 



TWO GALS AND YOU. DIAL DIRECT. 

1-809-474-1092 

Adults over 18. Int'l long distance rates apply. 



I'M HOT & WET, LORI! 

1 -305-704-7469 

01 1 -995-32-8488 I -800-749-4462 



TALK TO HOT HORNY BRITISH BABES! 

1-800-769-4475 
FOR INTERNATIONAL PLEASURES! 
18+ LD rales apply. 



— CI JMAX axi HUN JVK, H« nx I' a.\n» rv— 

Women turning on! ALL GENUINE CLIMAXES! 

I -900-860- 1 234. ext. 99. 18+. only $2.79/min. 



SIZZLING HOT 

LIVE PHONE SEX 
212-741-1202 99(/min. 



CHEATIN' YOUNG WIVES 
KINKY ASIAN GIRLS 
YOUNG & WILLING 
HOT XXX 01 1-592-561-930 



1-800-666-9560 
1-800-633-6869 
1-800-544-7515 

l8+S2.99/min. 



QUICK RELEASE 
1-800-964-1349 

Adults over 18 only. 



HOT LIVE GAY ACTION 

Now Available in the U.SA.! 

011-592-595-947 

Hardcore Action 24 tirs. a day! 
18+ Int'l Toll Applies 



MAN SCAN! 

HOT NEW GAY ACTION! 

1-809-490-8005 

Meet the Best, Screen the Rest 
18+ LD as low as 47«/min. 



TABOO CX)LLEC1T0N-RAWHARIXX)RE! 
JUST THE WAY YOU WANT IT! 18+ 

Ili-MuLs: 01 l-239-991.vrramps:0l I-239..1215 
Party Halnvlll l-592-583-2lv*BLiam: 14109-107-7092 
Gay ChakOl l-59^578-268rMan TafcxOl 1-592-576-914 
GtryPaitya3Il-373-990-9799 OR 01 1-373-969-0173 LD. 



INNOCENT GIRLS! 

Need Men to Practice their Nasty HabiLs on! 

Call: 1-800-659-6562 

18+ Reg. LD Charges May 
Apply 



EAVESDROP LINE 

SECRETLY LISTEN To HOT Phone Sex Calls! 

212-691-2444 99</min. 




MAN TALK IS CHEAP!!! 

The Gay LIVE Connector Service is Now Open! 

NYC 1-618-668-4127 LA 1-618-668-2697 
SF 1-618-668-41 17 CHICAGO 1-618-668-4139 
FL & TX 1-618-6684231 
NATL 1-618-6684248 
Must be 18+ Regular LD Applies 

SEXY • MODELS * LIVE 
1-900-369-1222 

$3.99/Min. 18+ 



GUYS MEET GUYS LIVE! 1 8+ ! 1-80*474-1382 
HARDCORE GAY Fantasies int'l Id 1-809490-2943 
#1 LIVE GAY DATELINE pvinc. 1-8094044473 

BACKDOOR It \ M HI 18+ 011-592-597-898 
SEXY PLAYMATES LIVE! PViiw 1-8094044460 
HARDCORE HEAVEN int'l Id 011-592-597-966 



TOTALLY FREE PARTYLINE 
1-800-953-9877 

CHEAP LIVE PARTY!! 18+ 1-809404-4428 
KINKY COEDS LIVE peine. 1-8094744846 
HOT! LIVE! XXX TALK! int'l Id 01 1-373-973-1238 



A NOTE TO 
READERS: 

We want you to 
patronize our 
advertisers, but 
please be advised 
that if you call ANY 
of these numbers, 
you will be obliged 

to pay for the 
services you receive. 
"FREE" does not 
always mean you 
don't pay, and 800 
numbers are not 
always free! And if 
you're under 18 
don't even think 
about calling! 



BACKDOOR BAMBI 18+! 011-592-597-898 
SEXY PLAYMATES LIVE! PVrt 14U94M4460 
HARDCORE HEAVEN hlU 0! 1-592-597-9!* 



KINKY AND SLEAZE. SPECIAL SAMPLES. 
1-800-828-1003 

Adults over 18. Find out how. 



AMATEUR PORN SL' ITS 18+! 011-592-597-423 
LIVE! XXX 1 on 1 24 HRS! 011-373-973-1231 
SLFAZY VOYEUR UNE InflU 011-592-597-735 

HOT • GAY * HOT • GAY 
THIS IS The New Line Men Are Raving About! 
1-206-505-MALE (6253) 
18+ ALL YOU NEED TO PAY IS REG. LD 

XXX RAUNCHFEST 24Hrs. 011-592-597-744 
ULTIMATE ORGY int'l Id 011-592-597-728 
PERVERTED PLEASURES 18+! 011-592-597-704 



LUSCIOUS LADIES. SAMPLES BY PHONE. 
1-800-829-0727 

Adults over IK. Find out how. 

INSTANT ACTIONS. HOT SAMPLES. 
1-800-829-2377 

Adults over 18 only. Find out how. 



DON'T WAIT 

CALL THE BEST PARTYLINE AROUND! 
1-618-668-4386 

Talk To Hot Girls & Guys From All Over The USA! 
1 8+ Reg. LD Charges Apply 

BI-CURIOUS FIRSTIMERS 
809-404-5401 or 
809-404-5480 
*1 New Dateline - Int'l LD - 18+ 



HOT SEX SAMPLES 
1-800-975-1555 

Adults over 18 only. 



PHONE SEX SAMPLES 
1-800-990-9976 

Adults over 18 only. 



HOT GALS - DIAL DIRECT 
1-809-474-0889 

Adults over 18. Int'l long distance rates apply. 



011-509-900-020 18+ ALL DAY 3-VVAY! 
011-509-900-039 NEW! KINLY LOVE SLUTS 
011-509-900-047 int'l Id QUICK & DIRTY 



WELCOME TO BOYS TOWN! 

The Ultimate Gay Playground! 

011-592-599-811 

18+ As low as 69c/mLn 

HEY..., WANT TO PARTY? 

Then Call: 1-809490-8900 

We're here 24 hrs/day. 7 days/week 
IT'S NEW, EXCITING, AND LIVE!! 

18+. Int'l toll applies. 

ALL LIVE SEX!! 011-239-129-7558 

Rmasta.011-239-129-1209 Hot Babes 01 1 -239- 1 29- 1 205 
Live Dae:0II-239-l29-7593 FjodcTaft: I -900-342-9555 



WORLDS HOTTEST FANTASIES 

SEXXX 01 1-59-2244001 S&M Line: 01 1-59-224«66 
2 Lesbos: Oil -59-ZM-801M Oral Talk. 01 1 -59-224-8269 



SHY, BUT OH SOO HORNY!! 

Eager. Kinky & Live 01 1-592-565-260 
I Need It Real Bad. call ME!! 01 1-239- 129-1019 

Open Mouth. Insert...: 01 1-592 565-300 
It's So Big! Can I Touch It! 01 1-239-1294557 



1-809-490-2649 CHEAP* NASTY! 
011-592-597-568 XXX EAVESDROP LINE 

Don't call if under 18! pay low int'l only! 



ADULTS ONLY!! (Very Export) 
HOT GAY ACTION: 1-809490-8076 
SUBMISSIVE 19 yr.Oktc l4MMi64-9992 
2 HORNY GIRLS & YOU: 1-800-520-3X25 
LESBO ACTION: 011-592-597-879 
LOCAL SWINGERS: 1-800-757-2428 (CHAT) 
14MM59-666I 
1410949041164 
011-592-599448 
1409-6594321 
l4*M-326-330l 



ASIANS, Fresh Off The Boat: 
GAY PARADISE: 
UNFULFILLED GAY MEN: 
DOMINANT MISTRESSES: 
BUSlYGBUl 
*8()Onom60e/min. Oil - Aslowas69c/min. 18+ 
Mult. Billing Option for «800 Int'l Toll Applies 



The Hottest New Partylines!!!! 

1-520-335-3330 *LD to AZ only 
1-809404-6450 Int'l LD rates 18+ 



A RED HOT JUICY CHERI!! 01 1-683-8912 
LIVE GRAPHIC SEX ORGY 011-245-292-866 
DIRTY SLUTS! WANT fT ROUGH!! 011-239-239-1035 



PRESS CLUB'S TOP FIVE FREE CHATATATE LINES 
(1) The Hotel California: 607-252-6001 

(2) The Roach Motel: 315-233-1620 

(3) The Caribbean: 809-563-9548 

(4) The Eight Ball: 970-265-7448 

Regular LD phone call. No extra charges. 18+ 



HOT SEX PARTY! 18+ 011-592-577-546 
Hardcore! Int'l LD 1-809-490-2403 
Homy Women! 011-592-577-547 



LIVE GAY/BI SEX 

Live Gay Orgy 1-809404-5447 
Wild. Dirty & Live 01 1-592-591-529 

Perverted Cay Cruising 01 1-592-598-438 

Cheap LDD as low as 74e/min. 18+ 



XXX SEX ORGY 18+ 011-592-740-226 
Gay Stallions Int'l LD 011-592-567-646 
Perverts! 1-809490-2194 



SLEAZE LINE 18+! 011-239-129-2570 
SUBMISSIVE SUZY 24 Hrs. 011-509-900-041 
NAUGHTY SLUTS int'l Id 011-239-I29-2526 

JUST FOR HOT AND HORNY MEN! 
Come Join The Man Hunt! 
1-208-630-7399 18+ 

LD Rates as low as 12tf/min. Reg LD applies 



BACKD(X>R SLUTS! 18+! I4U9490-2954 
ALLNIGIIT PARTY! LIVE! PVinc 1-8094044462 
BARELY LEGAL int'l Id 011-592-597-918 



COME ALIVE. REAL SAMPLES. 
1-800-828-1002 

Adults over 18 only. F.ind out how. 



THE BOYS CLUB LIVE! 1-809474-4873 
NEW! LIVE GAY PARTY! 1-809-4044432 
1JVF-!XXX!GAY!XXX! int'l Id 011-592-570-763 



ARE YOU HOT AND BOTHERED? 

Help is here! 
Kinky Pormo Banes: 011-592-247-245 
Hot 2-Glrl Action: 011-592-247-246 

Explicit Partylines Now Available in the U.S.A. 
18+ Int'l Toll Applies 



ADULT INTERNET 



CLUBLOVE 

THE INTERNET'S PREMIER ADULT SITE 

WATCH LIVE STRIP SHOW! 

Interact with XXX Super stars performing live. 

Access first-run films, interactive photo 
features, magazines, chat rooms, personal ads, 
the Net's largest adult mega mall 
& 

much more, 
hllp^/www .adultplayground.com/sp 

Musi be 1 8 years or older. 



.up;. 




all-moog recipes for yew favorite peck hits! 



black hole sun buddy holly 
basket case come out; and play 
free fallin' are you gonna go my way? 

smells like teen spirit evenflow 
the one i love rockin' in the free world 

featuring Ficgsr< •Jczcpb Manning it: cf -Jellyfish V Imperial drag 

troy/www rafessaxMrnog tvrt 1616 «sta del mar eve rtriywood ca 90023 j 




LIFE AFTER DEATH 

continued from page 1 1B 

on Serb front line, and maybe not. 
Maybe the Serb government is call 
him and he must go to front line to 
fight to us. But if he is criminal, if 
he wants to kill, to rape, to burn 
houses, I would like to kill that 
man. That's normal. Then I think, 
this man has a mother and she is 
thinking, 'When will my son come 
home?' But he will not come home 
because he is dead." 

He thinks it is likely that among 
the people he fought were some 
of his friends, boys he hung out 
with before the war, but he didn't 
see any. He recalled, sadly, a 
Serb friend who fought with him, 
defending Sarajevo, who was killed. 
When I asked him, if he coexisted 
with non-Muslims before the war, 
he replied: "Yes, of course, we live 
together and happy." 

What about ethnic hatred? "A 
couple of people on top," he says 
with a frown. After four years, 
he still doesn't understand why 
it happened. 

I ask if he can ever forget the war. 

"Well, you ask a very hard ques- 
tion. But, yes, I have to, because I 
want to live together with some 
good people, who want to be civil- 
ized. And we young people are only 
hope for this country to live to- 
gether. We must do something bet- 
ter, we must have some progress." 

Vlado had wanted us to come 

and hear him play at the pub again, 
and drink with him, as this was our 



last night in Sarajevo. But we were 
hungry and we went to have dinner 
instead with Deniz, Suki, and a 
couple of NATO press officers, one 
of whom told us about an American 
soldier who'd been shot by a sniper 
and just awarded the Purple Heart. 
Apparently, at first, it was 
thought he'd been shot in the 
wrist, a serious wound; in fact he'd 
been shot in the wrist watch, and 
didn't have so much as a scratch 
on him. The original communique 
had been typed wrong. He still got 
the medal. 

After dinner, we went to the pub 
and said goodbye to Vlado. As an 
afterthought, I asked him what he 
had done before the war. 

"I was a tour guide, at Medjugorje." 

A handful of my damaged brain 
cells from the night at the speak- 
easy spontaneously reconnected 
and I remembered he had said 
something then about seeing 
the Madonna. 

"Yes, I did see her," he said. "It 
was Christmas day, 1990, around 
two o'clock. It was a nice sunny 
day. Me and several other tour 
guides were having lunch. A lo- 
cal guy was working outside his 
house, just across the road, and all 
of a sudden he stopped and was 
looking towards the Mountain of 
the Cross. He looked at me and 
said, 'Vlado! Vlado! What's there in 
the middle of the hill?' And I looked 
over there and it was like a projec- 
tion, like a laser-beam projection, 
just like she is pictured, with her 
left hand higher, the right hand 
lower, holy, holy, looking holy." » 



WHERE TO BUY Page 40: 1 Polo jeans. $48, at 

Hecht's. select stores; Bloomingdale's. select stores; Mercantile, select stores. 2 
DKNY jeans. S58. at Bullocks, nationwide; Macy's West, nationwide; Blooming- 
dale's, nationwide; Saks Fifth Avenue, nationwide. 3 Todd Oldham jeans. $75, at 
Todd Oldham stores. New York, Los Angeles, and South Beach, Miami; Flashy 
Trash. Chicago; Neiman Marcus, nationwide. 4 Gap jeans, $48. at Gap stores, 
nationwide. 5 Levi Strauss & Co. jeans. $51 , for store information call (800) USA- 
LEVI. 6 Daryl K denim. $110, at Daryl K, New York; Fred Segal. Los Angeles; 
Barneys, nationwide. 7 Calvin Klein jeans. $45. at Bloomingdale's. nationwide; 
Macy's. nationwide. 8 Guess jeans, $58, at Macy's, nationwide; Burdines, nation- 
wide; Bloomingdale's, nationwide. 9 Gianni Versace Couture jeans. $150, at 
Versace Jeans Couture Boutiques, nationwide; Saks Fifth Avenue, nationwide; 
Neiman Marcus, nationwide. 10 American Eagle Outfitters denim, $28, at Ameri- 
can Eagle Outfitters stores, nationwide. 
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